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CORDEUA  BLOSSOM 


The  City  Bcaurifol 

VJ  u^Mm  amer.  ud  hi,  V.nd,ke  be»d  to 
^  for  «,e  brief  w«*.  A.  dtjr  I.y  contewed  "  i« 

rT»         .""^  ""**"'•  «"W«<J.  »  «r.«  peace 

wdpr«p«nty  the  public  fund.;  Rerfy  RSbertJ^S 

Our  ateemed  Fdlow-Citizo, »  oft^e,  thw  ^ 

C™»r^  iTu  '"?"  •""'*  ^«  U»i««  Billboard 
^mPJ»y  he^d  a  happy  monopoly  over  «r.^  p;^ 

P««  wh.^  m,«ht  have  p  ea«di  Mr..  Clara  F^une 

•«v«»«l  uplift  movement.;  and  aU  die.e  branchn  of 
tfce  rmred  »M  .jatdy  ^  „^^  „,  Ain^  „re  t 

vLSTk  "T  ""•  """"Vpicture  camera  and  hi. 
Vand*e  b..M  «  *«  end  of  a  weeic  _  and  Presto  I 

vhich  K>  well  deKribe.  what  hap. 

■C  except  the  Fleecer  Gang, 


There 
pened 


jtttt"Ftettol" 


a. 


I« 


Cordelia  BIoNom 


•««  of  Jovitn  power.  whr>  hid  hnrricftned  into^U 
dut  rMpectaUe  pUddity  and  torn  It  to  ttomii  bat 

fo2dT?jri^'?f'  He w merely. .offvokw. 
frertly-ironed  end  deMly-ecented  little  man.  who  had 

llT!X  ?!1''*J?  «l«*Mently.  who  wat  Huent  with 

WM  m  the  dighteit  jeopardy  from  him.  Hit  com- 
ing  and  gouig  was  but  a  trifling  bcident — but  Rome 
wat  Mved  by  the  cackling  of  geeiet 

Obierve  how  Fate  hinged  upon  ttiU  another  frag, 
lie  pivot  When  Mr  QuiUery  came  to  town.  l5i 
aaw  Pikyune,  who  had  been  expecting  hin*  for  a 
month,  wat  compelled  to  deny  both  him  and  hertelf 
the  pleature  of  a  meeting,  becaute  the  wu  confined 
to  Her  room  by  an  lUnett  to  detperate  that  the  todety 
lt^\u'  *%S«»d»y  P-Pert,  whidi  habitual^ 
ttarted  their  local  newt  of  the  week  with  the  invalu- 
tWe  Pikyune  name,  could  aUude  to  it  In  but  the 
vaguctt  moumfuhiett. 

^   Only  her  pertonal  maid  and  thotemembert  of  her 
iinmed.ate   houtehold  with  whom   the  wat  up^ 

contitted  of  a  tucce^ion  of  boilt,  the  pretent  afllic 
tion  having  located  ittelf  mott  irritatingly  upon  the 
tide  of  her  .temly<hiteled  Roman  note       ^ 
Mrt.  Pikyune  wat  a  general  of  many  a  gory  todal 
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botrd  of  the  Njtioiitl  Secrettry  wt.  brought  to  her 
Aerecoipi,eddef«it  The exdudve SbClub hid 
•t  h«  •oliat.tKw,  invited  Mr.  Quillery  to  cometo 

T^rIV'?'*  ?!  "?r*"*"J  '**'  *"»•  City  BetutifuL 
The  Pint  Vice.IV«,dent,  who  was  a  colorlew.  tiir^d 

rS:^^  M"^^  ^••'  deaireb.^.*^ 
yjT^i^'  ^"^  Vice-President.  «  foJmeriy 
wy  cherming  ijj»min  whoie  huibwd  had  been  coi 
temptiftle  enough,  quite  recently,  to  lose  aU  hit 

T?rj •  ^IT  '1  «»""^?«'«  «>ci»l  retirement;  the 
i?rt  y^^^«' ^««^   ^^o  wai   Mr..    PikyJne'i 

Vice^Pretident,  who  wai  really  too  much  afflicted  with 
embonpomt  to  be  a  formidable  rival  in  anythtag.  wS 

exacting  „  the  day  before  die  wedding  at  die  home 

A.^1*-*  *?i^  ""^^*  »*  '^^  to  h«^e  permitted 
M,^7  f^'Sr^^^^y  -ctive  and  JTaccou^t- 

TZtt  ir?  S  "5*'  °^  ^^*  Vice-Prcident! 
It  was  die  inexplicable  furore  following  the  pubfica- 

^on  of  Mr..  BIoskhh     Had  people  no  longer  Sy 
taite  or  sense  of  propriety  ? 

mi!!!?'*^^'^"'  '^^^^  ^'^  ^*»P«"»*«  '""ess  in  die 
mu-ror  for  a  despairing  two  minutes;  and  Kolded  her 


H  Cordelia  Blowom 

hl.f  Jw  ""''T^y  '°'  •"*«'"«•  «»d  -moved,  at 
1«  t,  of  infant  damnation;  and  .cnt  the  nKiS^ 
rctaiy  to  Mri.  Cordelia  Blossom  I 

*     *     * 

About  Cordelia  Blossom  there  were  ripples  and 
wave,  and  dimples,  and  everything  else  C  ^. 
tXfj  T'^  ?"  ^«  brownVs  were  p7r 

eZv  J"m^"«^  ""'  ^^*"  ^"  most  cor^J 
enemy  would  have  accused  Cordelia  of  fatness  she 

looked  at  her.    Altogedier  she  was  an  extremely 
pleasmg  person  to  gaze  upon,  and  ColonelwS 

was  irri  ^^^t'''"^  «"d  graymustached  as  he 
was.  would  have  offered  pistols,  at  twenty  paces  to 

one.  whe,  'CT.^  tc,-:::;.  "-^•tf 

brought  up  to  her.  '  '^ 

w!  k  »"  r**'!.'''"'  ""  g«nilanan  into  the  librarr 

«Z?'h1l  A'  ?"''l'"7  "•"' " « *■'»"  ">^  • 

S,^H  h    'J'TT-"" ."'«"  ''"''"  had  gone,  d,e 
kissed  her  husband  impuhively.    He  liked  it 

i  knew  It  would  come  I "  die  exulted,  her  big 
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ao?m  with  mc,  dear?  "  ^     ^°"* 

'No.  thank  you,"  hastily  returned  the  Colonel 

jviuu,  inters  S;rc^!^nf  %:^^ 

l>«ck  m  juat  a.  few  minute  as  I  can  St     V„  • 
«.«^o«  «„.t  .pa„  tin,,  to  c<rit?t:    ''™  « 
No,  thank  yon,"  he  again  refined.    "  Of  cour.. 

Lf.  J       oioMoms  before  making  thia  call     "  I  ;t 
|J*J-  Blo«om  w..  naively  delighted  wid,  U„t 
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m     I 


'J'Z^t  r.  ,*?  "f  •?■••  •fc' "i4  dimp 

tfcoudTlV^^l"     J?  I"^^  "»«  ""n  liter; 
i!TG' .  y""y  P^luhwl  one  book." 

Id» .  J«  how .0 b».y  .  woman  ever  foJd  time 

Sr;..uironrHXrf> 

"»«   ven-   deverly   disguised.     M^'k^^ 

W  A.^   ^  ^    *f"  "'"  '''»»  enough,  h,  rt 
^tnrj':^*";.'^'"  "'•  ♦"  "'"^  ^ 

s.-»Thoriu  I- -d^S: 

"  Especially  when  it  served  so  rnmr«-  j  ut 
W-."  the  changing  M^tSe^Xid;!"^' 
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Iplcmented,  placing  an  engaging  smile  between  liis 
I  mustache  and  his  Vandyke. 

"Yes;  didn't  it  I"  she  happily  agreed.  ",You 
\TV?vll^  ^^"^.  °^  everything.  It  secured  me 
the  Fifth  Vice-Presidency  of  the  Isis  Club,  and  of- 
fices m  that  organization  are  very  difficult  indeed  to 
obtain,  since  they  serve  not  only  as  indications  of 
social  prestige  and  popularit.  but  also  as  rewards 
of  conspicuous  personal  achievement" 

"  Mrs.  Pikyune  has  been  President  for  a  number 
of  years,  I  understand.  She  must  be  a  woman 
of  exceptional  genius."    He  ventured  this  as  a 

^^  "She  is,"  assented  Mrs.  Blossom  with  a  sigh; 
she  gives  a  tremendous  function  every  year  in 
honor  of  the  Duke  of  Barncastle,  who  married  her 
niece,  and  invites  us  all  to  it.  So,  of  course,  she  may 
have  anything  she  wants.  I  had  a  lord  once,  but  I 
was  both  lucky  and  unlucky  about  him,  for  he  was 

-rf'f  .  u  ^/^  ^J^°''  ^  ""*  °"*  "»y  invitations, 
instead  of  the  day  after,  which  would  have  been  most 

Jiumihatrng.    Did  you  call  upon  Mrs.  Pikyune?" 

As  President  of  the  Isis  Club,  of  course  all  my 
correspondence  was  with  her,"  Mr.  QuiUery  was 
careful  ^  explain  « It  seems,  however,  that  Mrs. 
riKyune  is  quite  ill." 

•  Mrs.  Blossom,  whose  information  concerning  all 
the  mtervening  officers  had  been  accurate  and  fre- 
quent,  burned  to  ask  him  if  he  had  found  out  any- 
thing  of  the  nature  of  Mrs.  Pikyune's  aihnent;  but 
me  reframed. 
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V:1     1 


11!    I 


if 


Yes  80  I  have  heard,'»  she  returned^  qui^  sym. 
pathetically  enough.  "  We  are  aU  ,o  much  con- 
cemed  about  her.  I  can  imagine  what  a  dreadful 
time  you  must  have  had  before  you  finally  came  to 
me,  with  all  five  of  my  superior  officers  away,  or  ill. 
or  in  retirement." 

"No;  she  sent  me  directly  to  you,"  corrected  Mr. 
QuiIIery,  holding  himself  cautiously  to  facts,  having 
threaded  his  way,  many  times,  through  the  intricacies 
ot  feminine  politics. 

JJ?"'„f''u  '**^?^*^  ^"-  Blossom,  smiling 
ecstaticaUy  as  she  conjured  up  a  vision  of  Clara  Pik- 
yune  s  releasing  this  prize  to  her  only  rival.  "  How 
sweet  of  her  I  " 

"  I  very  much  regret,  of  course,  not  having  been 
able  to  meet  Mrs.  Pikyune,"  went  on  Mr.  Quil- 
lery,  dehcately  stroking  his  Vandyke  in  token  of  his 
nonchalant  indifference  to  the  absent  Mrs.  Pikyune; 
but,  after  aU,  diis  important  civic  art  movement, 
which  18  now  sweeping  over  the  United  States,  re- 
quires the  energies  of  the  younger  leaders;  so  I  am 
very  fortunate  indeed; "  and  he  laughed  lighdy,  to 
turn  the  edge  of  that  compliment  and  make  it  de- 
t?'*  «"°"«^  to  be  taken  partly  for  courtesy. 
Mw.  Blossom  smiled  nicely  in  recognition. 
You  must  teU  me  aU  about  The  City  Beautiful 
movement,"  she  commanded.    "  I  am  so  tremend- 
ously  m  sympathy  with  it.     We  have  just  finished 
an  absorbing  bridge  tournament,  and  are  through 
with  a  round  of  thrilling  mediumistic  seances  with 
materializations,  which  were  a  lot  of  fun,  and  now 
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wc  are  ready  for  almott  anything.    Your  movement 
IS  such  a  glorious  one  I" 

^  "  Isn't  it  I "  agreed  Mr.  QuiUery.  whose  enthu- 
siasm  for  the  cause  came  from  the  fact  that  it  was 
easier  than  earning  a  living.  "  I  am  devoting  my 
life,  Mrs.  Blossom,  to  making  America  more  beauti- 
ful;  and  I  may  say  that  my  small  efforts  are  beinff 
abundantly  rcv^rded."  Which  was  strictly  true,  a* 
though  not  exactly  in  the  n  ..nner  in  which  he  meant  it. 

By  the  way,  I  umply  must  have  you  see  two  photo- 
graphs  taken  m  your  rival  city,  at  the  upper  edge  of 
the  state,  and  he  produced  the  photographs  in 
question  from  a  tiny  leather  case,  which  he  carried  in 
his  hand  rather  than  destroy  the  immaculate  lines  of 
his  coat  with  them.    "This  one  shows  a  sloping 

with  rubb«h  half  hidden  by  warped  and  stilted  biU- 
boards.    This    photograph,    taken    the    following 
spring,  shows  the  same  lot  with  the  billboards  and 
rubbish  removed,  and  with  that  beautiful  slopinir 
comer  dodjed  with  green  grass  and  edged  with 
flowers.     That  city  now  welcomes  you  with  blossoms 
m  place  of  tomato  cans."    That  this  was  one  of 
Mr  QuiUery's  sure-fire  stock  jokes  was  attested  by 
Ae  laughter  which  Mrs.  Blossom  gave  it;  and  Mr. 
Uuillcry  himself  laughed,  as  he  always  did. 
.     This  is  what  The  United  Civic  Landscape  Asso- 
ciation proposes  to  do  for  your  city;  to  clean  up  and 
make  green  with  grass  all  its  unsightly  lots,  remove 
the  ugly  bulboards  which  conceal  your  most  beautiful 
vistas,  and  promote  the  acquirement  and  care  of 
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public  park  property  I  Think  how  many  offentive 
•pott  you  have  now  in  your  otherwise  lovely  mo. 
nicipalityl"  ' 

"  There  are  nearly  a  hundred  and  fifty  of  the  most 
flagrant  ones,"  Mrs.  Blossom  informed  him,  havina 
counted  them  all  since  she  had  heard  of  the  iUness 
of  Mrs.  Fikyune.  "  I  have  a  Ust  of  them  ready  for 
you.    How  do  you  go  about  it?  " 

"Very  easily,  since  you  have  done  so  much  of  die 
work  for  me/'  responded  Mr.  QuiUery  with  a  grace- 
ful  bow.       Early  to-morrow  morning  I  shaU  mount 
my  movmg^picture  camera  in  an  automobile,  anu 
shaU  take  moving  pictures  of  these  unsightly  locali- 
**?*u.    i***  P*»otographs  I  shall  develop,  and  shaU 
ocliibit  them  on  Thursday  afternoon  to  die  invita- 
tton  audience  in  the  rooms  of  the  Isis  Club,  and  pub- 
hcly  on  Fnday  and  Saturday  afternoons  at  Lyceum 
Hall —  all  of  which  has  been  arranged.    At  the 
•ame  time  I  shall  exhibit  comparative  moving  pic- 
tures,  similar  to  these  photographs,  displaying  die 
rcmarkab  e  results  we  have  attained  in  odicr  cities. 
Meanwhile  I  shall  hope  to  have  the  Isis  Qub  take 
up  the  work  as  a  body,  affiliating  itself  with  die  na- 
tional organization." 
Mrs.  Blossom  pouted  pret'Iy. 
"Would  it  not  be  better  to  fonii  a  local  City  Beau- 
tiful Association?"  she  thoughtfully  inquired.     "I 
am  quite  sure  that  I  could  interest  the  maicrit/  of  the 
members  of  the  Isis  Club  in  it;  and,  indeed,  a  num- 
ber  of  my  friends  have  already  assured  me  diat  they 
would  be  glad  to  join."  ' 
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"It  might  be  done,"  the  National  Secretary  re- 
luctantly  admitted,  feeling  himself  here  «pon  vol- 
came  ground;  "but,  frankly,  we  have  produced  our 
best  results  through  established  organizations.    The 

powerful  ally  which  we  can  obtain." 

"In  that  case  there  is  no  more  to  be  safd,"  she 
regretfiJIy  admitted.  "  With  Mrs.  Pikyune  iU,  the 
labor  of  orgamzation  necessarily  devolves  upon  me- 
but  as  soon  as  Mrs.  Pikyune  recovers,  she  wUl,  of 
course,  take  charge  of  the  work,  and  two  people, 

^  «Z!!^"°  T?."  ^""^  '^'^"^y  *^«y  "»y  differ  ai 

to  methods  and  ideas,  and  no  matter  how  peifectly 

l}^!n^l  *^"l  r:'  ™8fc^-"WeU,   don't  yoi 

-ri.    ii  '^  'I"*^'*^  ^*''  '"^'^  disingenuous  smile. 

r  J!l?!!!Ti.^'"''*'^  "''•  *"^  ^^  despairingly 
regretted  that  there  was  no  possible  chance  of  dl 
fcrnng  the  work  of  arristic  uplift  in  this  city  until 
after  the  recovery  of  Mrs.  Pikyune;  for  two  cooks 
here  were  certain  to  spoil  the  brodi,  and  he  expected 
to  add  not  less  than  ten  thousand  dollars  a  year  in- 
come from  this  place  for  the  national  organization. 

th^«.T'  *r  "'""  °^  "?"'  P'"**"^*  importance,  since 
the  national  orgamzation  consisted  of  himself  and  a 
president,  and  forty  honprary  directors  who  re- 
ceived  nodimg. 

"Might  you  not  have  yourself  appointed,  in  the 
begimimg,  at  the  head  of  a  committee  which  would 

work?  "  he  hopefuUy  suggested. 
"  Oh  no  I  "  she  assured  him,  with  her  round  voice 
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•nd  her  round  ihoulden  and  her  round  mouth  tnd 
her  round  eyes.    "That  would  never  do  I    Don't 
you  see  that  it  might  pouibly  seem  to  Mw.  Pikyune, 
if  she  were  at  all  suspiciously  inclined,  that  this  had 
been  done  deliberately  to  shut  her  out  of  any  partici- 
pation?   In  the  meantime,  if  I  were  one  who  did 
not  have  merely  the  general  welfare  of  the  city  and 
of  the  dub  at  heart,  I  might  be  inclined  to  resent  the 
fact  that,  as  President  of  the  club,  Mrs.  Pikyune 
would  receive  most  of  the  credit  for  the  success  of 
the  movement  anyhow.    Of  course  both  of  these 
things  are  highly  improbable,  but  — Well,  don't  you 
see?" 

TJe  National  Secretary  saw,  and  this  time  the 
strokmg  diat  he  gave  his  Vandyke  was  not  nearly  so 
dehcate  as  before.  There  were  times  when  he  was 
rather  manlike  in  his  impulses;  and  at  such  moments 
It  occurred  to  him  that  earning  a  living  had  its  at- 
tractive features,  too. 

"  The  trouble  with  a  separate  organization  is  that 
It  so  seldom  attains  a  large  enough  local  membership 
to  furnish  the  national  association  the  support  which 
that  body  needs  to  further  the  cause,"  he  confessed, 
with  as  near  a  trace  of  worry  as  he  ever  permitted 
to  occupy  his  features. 

"  Oh,  if  that's  aU,"  she  hastily  consoled  him,  "  I'll 
guarantee  you  five  hundred  members;  and  by  that  I 
mean  a  financial  guaranty.  The  Isis  Club  has  only 
SIX  hundred  members,  and  you  wouldn't  get  all  of 
them  by  any  means.  I  suppose  that  each  member 
of  the  local  organization  must  become  a  member  of 
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the  national  aModation?  That't  the  way  it's  ar- 
ranged in  to  many  of  these  public  philanthropies. 
How  much  does  a  national  membership  cost?  " 

The  National  Secretary  brightened.  His  annu- 
aUy  increasing  salary,  and  that  of  the  president,  de- 
pended  upon  how  much  was  left  after  paying  print- 
ing  bills,  office  upkeep,  and  traveling  expenses. 

"Associate  memberships  are  ten  dollars  f  year, 
memberships  twenty-five,  patron  or  patroness  mem^ 
berships  a  hundred,  life  memberships  two  hundred 
and  fifty.  Beyond  this  are  the  honorary  member- 
ships, which  are,  of  course,  bestowed  without  price 
and  cannot  be  purchased,  though  acceptance  of  one 
is  usuaUy  accompanied  by  a  suitable  donation." 

••  That  means  about  five  hundred  dollars,  unless 
one  has  ambitions  in  a  national  way,"  Mrs.  Blossom 
considered,  with  a  judgment  so  impersonal  that  it 
startled  even  the  experienced  National  Secretary. 
If  you  don't  mind,  I'll  send  for  Mr.  Blossom.    I 
like  to  consult  with  him  about  such  matters,"  and, 
rinpng  for  Wash,  she  sent  up  to  die  study  for  the 
Colonel.     "You  see,  don't  you,  that  widi  a  separate 
local  City  Beautiful  Association,  of  which  I  would 
naturally  be  President,  I  should  be  in  a  much  better 
position  to  carry  through  the  purposes  of  the  Na- 
tional  Civic  Landscape  Association  than  if  there  were 
a  possible  chance  of  misunderstanding  and  —  and  in- 
terference; purely  accidental  interference,  of  course, 
but  shU,  interference.    At  the  same  time,  being  cer- 
tain  that  my  energies  would  not  be  wasted,  I  would 
go  into  the  project  with  much  greater  vun,  enough 
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W«ed  to  Mcomplith  •  conspicuous  personal  achiev 
nient;  espeaally  since  it  is  rumored  dut  die  Duche 
of  Banicasde  wiU  not  be  able  to  make  die  trip  aero, 
tousdusyear.  NaturaMy  diere  wiU  be  no  functio 
bhonor  of  die  Duke,  and- WeU,  you  see.  don 

rSh^i'  '•''^  **-  ^f"^'**  "°^  ^'^  "«h  "  tha 
widi  wMdi  one  draws  die  purring  from  a  cat 

.e».«S' r^T  ^•"^"^•o"'  I  quite  believe  that , 
h^Tn  ^^•5'?'''"i  organization  would  be  th< 

L^t^^"'"'  ^'^i  >!  ^•'^^"•^  Secretary  co,. 
tentedly  announced.  "  I  shall  urge  diat  wherevei 
I  have  an  opportunity." 

.«M  I-*"  •**.i?H***  y°"  "^^i**  that  mcdiod,"  she 
trfdh^tmilmgherplcawire.  "  I  do  so  admire  die 
masterly  deasiveness  of  men.  They  make  up  dieir 
nunds  so  jniickly  and  so  firmly.     I  should  prefe^ 

Wnw"'^*"*.'^^"***"  Thursday.     Mr.QdI. 

Qvic  iSSr^  Secretary  QuiUery,  of  The  Nation. 
^aL^t"/*/"^."'*^\"'  ""**  ^^-S**  -he  had 
stemmed  die  flood  long  enough  for  die  two  gilnde- 
Th-„?f,  **^"«^*^5  ~"*«'*^»  of  mtrodSction. 
2JnTsotoJr'^.'^'.P^""''  •^P^'  P"n>oses  and 
to  bih  a!^*."^'  n«  jonal  end  die  local  organization, 
^t!?  ?  ^o~"8Wy  diarmed  gendemen;  and  ar- 
ranged  for  die  honorary  membership,  which  die 
Colonel  pleaded  witii  her  to  obtain;  and  invited  Mr 
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Qufflery  to  return  to  the  first  of  a  mcceinon  of  din- 
nen  to  meet  tome  of  her  lieutenants  in  the  forthcom- 
ing  organiEation;  then  girt  her  armor  happily  upon 
her — for  the  fray  drew  on  apace! 
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MKHnea    *eUow^itiien    Renly    Robertil    W.. 
Aere  .n  oporiUon  to  be  Sn^crf,  or  ,  «L„J:" 

Spmttd  Cititen  Renly  Roberol    W«  there  iZti 

KODem  — who  uniled  upon  and  thook  handi  with 
mo  e  people  in  a  day  than  mo.t  meTdo  ^  .  J^ 
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T^re  WM  no  mlimte  of  the  nisht  In  which  he 
would  not  tumUe  eagerly  out  of  bed  to  appoint  a  few 
committees.  He  was  naturaUy,  by  telf^ection  and 
he^Ieie  conMnt,  the  clearing  houM  of  every  project 
in  the  ajr,  from  the  twenty  mile  boulevard  for  the 

aara  Rkynne  had  always  made  use  of  hit  remark. 
able  talftit;  consequently  Mrs.  Cordelia  Blossom 
w«t  to  hmi  immediately  widi  her  new  and  glorious 
upUft  movement,  accompanied  by  the  admirmg  Col- 
onel, who  would  have  escorted  her  into  the  jawi  of 
Ae  Pit  and  made  those  jaws  stay  open,  had  she  so 
I  desired. 

She  breezed  confidently  in  upon  Mr.  Roberts,  at 
Ae  office  of  tlje  National  Saengerfest  Headquarters, 
where  i.c  city's  most  esteemed  one  was  now  arrani^ 
ing  for  monster  civic  demonstrations  during  that  im- 
poitant  carnival  of  music.  He  was  a  man  who  had 
I    '^.T.*'^  "J*^  •"  ~«»««ntly  that  his  eyes  had 

l^M  "^K     ?*  •^"\*"**  **•  •'•'*«*^  •«  additional 
wnnkle  when  he  saw  Mrs.  Blossom. 

"This  is  inrfccd  a  pleasure,"  he  assured  her,  after 
J3e^^^'^''^f'^''y  '^"-^d  a  greeting  as 

committee  for  he  Saengerfest  soloists,  Mrs.  Blowom. 
1  hope  you  will  be  able  to  accept." 

«;IP".'Jxi''^."''*  °^  y°"'"  »*»«  graciously  ad- 
Tdt    .Who  is  to  head  the  receiving  line?" 
And  At  immediately  invented  some  possible  con- 
Dieting  engagements. 
"  Well,  of  course,  I  would  not  presume  to  dictate 
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„  "A very <llplo^Z7Xl ^'2 ,""■: 
Of  cour«  you  hare  the L  h^."'    •''«''"8h« 

"Wid,  prJ2"^  ?1 »'  °"'™;'  y<«  Iadi«  will  ^ 

tl..l.v"'"^;„to«'JP'«-''y.  looking  „v„ 
wc«  ..ph.b.eicauj^^;*"''^'''  *«  »d„  card. 

Mr.   Robert,.  fT^Jl  T'  "?  ^'  «»»"''««. 

money,  wwn't  it?    SdCL  '^      • "'"«  »"  *»' 

'«ic.rr«,geme«tof4^7.'l'?"™  •"  ''P''- 

At*i.^e«io^4rX'.'°4^*^'" 

*' '  "'  "  *""  '<"  W  Ae  told  him  happay. 
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"I  know  how  you  like  to  promote  public-wd'arc 
movements,  and  I've  brought  you  positively  the  laost 
glorious  opportunity  to  benefit  the  city  I  We  art  o- 
gamzmg  the  local  branch  of  the  City  Beautiful  move- 
mcnt,  and  I  am  coming  to  you  the  very  first  of  aU 
to  have  you  take  a  prominent  part  in  it." 

Had  Mr.  Roberts  not  been  a  gentliman  weU  in- 
urcd  to  shocks,  he  might  have  succumbed  to  heart 
failure.  As  it  was  he  looked  at  her  with  distended 
cycs» 

"  Why,  my  dear  Mrs.  Blossom,  I  couldn't  possibly ' 
take  part  m  that  movement  I  "  he  managed  to  gasp. 

I  know  how  tremendously  busy  you  are,  but  you're 
80  public-spirited  diat  you  can't  aflford  to  refuse  to 

i  d"„,!v  rT"  '''^.  '"*  *  wide-sweeping  reform. 
I  don  t  think  you  understand  what  we  intend  to  do. 
Tlic  City  Beautiful  Association  intends  to  clear  away 
evenr  bit  of  our  rubbish,  plant  flowers  and  grass  on 
aU  the  bare  vacant  property,  and  tear  down  every 

"*"?>,    «'."*^y^'"^°"^*^    Isn't  that  splendid  I" 
Mr.  Roberts  almost  choked. 

Arc  you  not  aware,  Mrs.  Blossom,  that  I  am  the 
Pr^ident  of  the  Union  BiUboaM  Coiipany,  and  aSo 
of  the  Union  BiUpostmg  Company,  and  that  I  de- 
rive  my  chief  revenue  from  these  sources?  " 

"How  funny  I"  laughed  Mrs.  Blossom.  "I 
didnt  know  diat;  but,  after  aU,  it's  very  lucky,  for 
you  w^U  be  able  to  do  more  for  us  thaZanyl^et 
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"By  going  out  of  busineM?"  he  sumested   .n. 

He  received  no  answering  gleam.    The  Colonel'. 
m«,^  wa,  nJ,erited,  and  hi,  tendencie.  were  iJlti! 

"  T^at  would,  I  suppose,  be  necessair,"  assented 
Mrs.  Blossom.    "  It  wiU  be  ,uite  a  saSsc^  Wt 

He  sat  in  dumb  silence  and  studied  her  slea..,^ 
coujitenance.  Her  eyes  were  perfecdy  rLd  ani 
n  their  clear  depths  was  no  trace  of  guSc^h;  was 

■7  Ztrtrr  °'  "^^  »^ord.^ry 
■nr  ^"^ ,"'"''  ■>'"■  to  h've  a  chocoUte  crVam 
The  Colonel  wa,  even  more  exasperating.     NoTe' 
of  die  tr.o  seemed  to  have  any  sense  of  humor. 

City  Bri^fuXV"  "^  ""  "  ^-  y^ 
That  trace  of  automaticaDy  contemptuous  Sm. 
P«J  w«  fataL  He  regretted  it  imStdy,  iS 
words  aliwy,  ,tay  said.  Mr,.  Blossom's  brow  w« 
a,  unruffled  as  before,  and  her  round  eye,  a.^„^e 
but  without  moving  a  muKl.  of  her  j^ceflS^e' 

^'h"£r„'.'"'"''^*'''"*'"'^^«-ss; 

.elf  'JH!  "■"'  T^  ?"  '"»  '""O'  "«"«ify  your, 
self  wth  u,,"  ,he  charmingly  observed     "1^1 

compeUed  to  understand  that  you  would  not  care  to 
-.convenience  yourself;  but  I  wa,  sure  diat  you  w.^ 
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patriotic  enough  to  lay  aside  all  personal  considera- 

crts.  I  should  think  that  you  would  prefer  voluntarUy 
to  relinquish  your  billboards."  ^ 

No  man  should  have  been  able  to  look  at  Mn. 
Blossom  and  construe  her  into  a  threat,  yet  Mr.  Rob- 
erts did  It.     He  was  not  frightened,  however. 

Let  me  show  this  thing  to  you  in  its  true  light." 

"  Y„.T  '  ,'^*^?P!'"«  *  ^'«d  and  fatheriy  t6nc. 
rou  do  not  wish  to  be  connected  with  a  faUure.  I 
know;  yet  there  are  too  many  large  interests  con- 
ccrned  for  you  to  meet  with  success.  Both  the  bill- 
board  and  the  biUposting  companies  have  the  most 
influential  merchants  of  the  city  for  their  stockhold- 
crs,  and  the  local  political  forces  could  scarcely  be 

t?r,«l  *?  ^"Jf «°"'"  a"  the  merchants  by  passing 
the  sort  of  ordmances  you  would  require.  Besides* 
my  affairs  are  under  the  protection  of  Mr.  Fleecer 
himself,  and  he  owns  stock  in  both  my  companies." 
Mrs.  Blossom  was  very  patient  with  him. 

You  do  not  understand,"  she  gently  insisted; 

I  have  already  committed  myself  to  this  movement 

and  I  cannot  permit  it  to  be  a  failure.     Why.  the 

movement  must  be  popular,  for  every  one  of  the 

newspapers  is  enthusiastic  about  it." 

j^'*  ^°^«rts  was  also  very  patient. 

w;«h  .K  "'  5"^  ""'"  ^'  «*"^y  explained;  "  they 
wish  the  merchants  to  confine  their  advertising 
strictly  to  the  papers."  overusing 

nJ.'Lr  'u?^il*?  I"™  *^»'^ "  »^«  exclaimed  de- 
lightedly.       I  didn't  know  the  newspapers  took  such 
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«n  artistic  view  of  the  matter     «r«.  i  j 

ting  me  iiavc  a  liitof  ^!  lY°"^*^  5"°"  "»»"<*  i«t 

ert.  ?  "  "  °'  y°"'  ■tocldioldcr..  Mr.  Rob 

and  JiSilnwnToi^^^^^^^^^^  ?»«  '-«-cl. 

what  you  propose  to  do  with  it?  "  ^     "'' 

th.t  liT.t*^r  .^  '"  *'  "«"»'■«'  >»d  t«U  them 

*.  A«od.tio„Trrj  .hln'^t^MTFC" 
1ft "  .Te  r;  *'  ■■""""*  '^^  ^-' 


Ill 

A  Warning  Heeded 
>TnHE  reception  parlors  of  the  hi.  Club;  on 

bctuty?„ror4rr^      « ^o-  o" 

M^sso.^^^^^ 

Which  committee  was  a  diplomatic  blending  of 

m«.t  of  the  cVs  now  «owerk„  ^,^T"Z  "w 
uvender  pin  stripes,  wore  a  mauve  cravat  an<)  .  KI, 
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e«ft  "^X^^r  «•*  >"<» «.-.  of  whit. 

modulated  icdiu^ti?™ '  ~»  "P»»  "o  of  ex^ittltdy 

d-wming,  «id  en!o«rf  V       "•*?  ?'"  •'"olutdy 

we"  .0  .plendidly  erode  I    £T  l  j     '  hmbwds 
like  an  ,rf,t,  not  iS  .  L       '^"""^  Iremendoinly 

who  i,  j«e .;  .pt'.tnrtnoSrBi;:  fj^- 

ha  me  of  it,  too  th,f  h.  ^  **'  ""^  »l>out 
talk  in  the  bSit '  dZ'"'!" »"«  of  hi.  wJi 
"tly  .tarted,  wAlTtt^  ''"*'"  '«*  P«- 
Sfty  »««..  after  >£  hou^T'""J^L';'«  "«'«  *«• 

»P«it  in  die  gende  oroc...  „*  k  ■  •  """  ■*"« 
conventional  grouprTdt^  -"^."P  "««"'™ 
*eir  «at.  in  thf  iS/h^""""""*  *«  '•««  into 

C.uh^-Iiittrn.flS^'-Btr  •'/'  '" 
to  the  edge  of  the  ohtlnLiu  ^'°^™»  advancing 

cIub?xxrt,.^^ "™?"  •' *«  W. 

ing  prettily  in  aSlkZrrf  .'''*'™"*  ""h. 
waiting  for  the  Kot^^,  ,r  *'  'PP'*""-  "d 
much  better  .he  ^d  „?  A^  ^"^  ?"*  »*«  iow 
than  Mr,.  Pi^y^.     "  *''  "ot  conduct  ,  meed,, 

"D«"ttc.d.andfdlowm«„be„,f4.W. 
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A.  regretful  .I„e„.e  of  our  bebved  S„r     " 
Only  «,e  minute  for  .ppl,u,e.     Very  ««ri WnT  ~"t* 

son  I    —  ,t  ,s  my  pleasant  duty  to  Dresenf  *n  IV 

dimpled  m  sweet  confusion      "  1  JZ  !  /^* 

platform  work   onA   ^.'       ^  «"»  «>  unused  to 

dear  o7  you  r     FeiTJ  if'^  T  ~  '""^-     ^^'»  »<> 
c,r  youi        Feverish  and  gurgling  applause 

w^o„.u.it'arins..".r^,„'^-^ 
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Wt  gratitude.    Then  .he  hJu  .°"''' '"  '«»"■ 

received  Sthn^T^'^V^'^  f  ''""  '"«' ««' 

bed  of  «.fferi„g7.e„d.'^'r;„rd  of  ^M.*""  "" 
'^ch  we  have  to  in.h«»i,i  gwdance  upon 

throughout  4«^S      ."^  f"*  'o  ""y-"    LadSe. 

Rkyune  alway,  to  „if  1  ''  '^  "'"  <"'  Mr., 
must  read  yon  her  aI  \  rT'  ^""  't?  "  I 
i;-iding  oTJl't  ^tytT^-  ''"'  *"« 
Phaned  I.i,  Club:  '^'        *"  ^y  Dear  Or- 
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Your  absent  leader,  Clara  PikyS„c"  " 

I  am  SO  much  at  a  loss  whaf  *^  ^«  •    .l     , 
of  ou,  ,Iw.,.  cutiou.  i"d.T??Xt  3  M^'To" 
•om  aofdy  and  iwerrls.  •■ .  J  •   "" "?''  ""•■  Blo». 
that,  „  .  club  wl.^'lt ""'  '"i'?'  I  d"  «« think 

Preadent,  however.  ,een»,  from  heH^er  t  h 
time,  avofd  ArZ.M.  "  "",'"'•  "*  "  *«  »»« 

-c  «i<*.  „?e  hervs^nr^  ^reV^r^: 
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A^itwn.     S«ppo«  ,.  do  th.,1     WbttdoyS 

;ji^tt}ort;^^t.°i'^-«i'^ 


IV 
The  Bow  It  Puzzled 

COLONEL  WATTERSON  BLOSSOM 
stopped  before  the  door  of  room  seven  of  the 
old  tumbleslown  Powers  BuUding,  and  read  the 
n^rly  obhtertted  sign  through  the  dust  of  the  door: 
James  Fleecer,  Real  Estate  and  Investments." 
A  strong-featured  man  with  a  particularly  solid 
Jtw  sat  at  a  bare  desk,  holding  a  forefinger  in  front 
Of  a  lawycr-looking  man  with  «  wide  forehead  and 
a  weak  chm. 

"  You  go  right  back  to  State  Senator  Billy  Som- 
?*"^.  J^?  ^"»  *»*  **>«  onJy  Pj«cc  reserved  for 
A  L^t .?  ."  ""^^^  twenty-three,  Brimstone 

•  !f"*'^?f '.  ^^  ™  "5^"«  «•  *^«  Colonel  came 
in;  «nd  I  don  t  care  how  public  you  make  it.  After 
he  gets  moved  in,  if  he  can  find  a  vacant  room,  you 
may  have  it.  That'll  be  about  all.  Good  day. 
tome  m.  Colonel  Blossom.    Glad  to  see  you." 

The  Colonel  advanced  with  a  pleased  expression, 
i  didn  t  know  I  had  the  honor  of  your  acquaint- 
tnce,    he  observed,  smiling.     "  I  guess  my  memory 
must  be  gettmg  old,  though  I  swear  I'm  not" 

"I  only  know  you  by  wght.  Colonel."  returned 
Fleecer,  shakmg  his  hand  heartUy;  "  but  that's  your 
fault    You're  not  much  of  a  mixer.    Look  here, 

i» 
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Colond?"  ,„d  T  L»  J^,  ""  I  do  for  you, 

C»"n.yAudi,UX^*.feS">'P'o«.  of  th. 
'"l  tfce  document  in  ™  Ji       ..  t    '^'''''"«''  Pn^lno- 

Simp«„  ..3 '  .  f'     ?"'•  *"•  "«»«fc  Major 

of  Z  AS  S!a  ""' ""  ■""•-■"■ ".  I  •»  -lot 
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Jfcjj!L*"*  T  **^"  WMiiented  Heecer,  whom 

^dJf'irfLi"*.*"*'^  ^^  '«»»  •>«-«»  ^ 

mZ!'      .  r^  ""  «'^'  "»«  •  '"Jnt  o^  what  Mn. 

Agiin  the  Colonel  KiCened. 
H  the  cell  ii  p^„g  to  inconvenience  you,"  he  be- 
P2;«»g-b«t  Reecer  topped  him  Zith  i  h.S^ 

».  k/17^     "  ''•  °'  '*"'"*  '"  J™"  wife    If  I 

«  }    .     "  "**  honored  to  meet  her." 
It  IS  an  honor  to  meet  her,"  the  Colonel  at. 
•ftd,  m.tantly  mollified.    "  Mn.  Bloiwm  i.  ont 

j;^^  bl:^*1"."?  ^""'  "  weuT'eautiS 
wom«i  m  the  United  State..    I  am  thorouahly  ac^ 

q«.mted  w.th  the  matter  upon  which  die^^^to 

confult  you,  and  am  heartily  in  accord  with  her 

-^'  Z^'  t^^  "  l4  -th  hertiet^u^n' 
riT/Pi^!?*  ^"*  ""<^« 'h*  "  w  much  better  aWe 
I^oLTn    r*^"?  *'  ^'^P^^  '°'  y°"'  consideration^ 

^^n^il  iSf    """  "y. to-morrow  at  eleven?" 
Mr  F?ri.r^'-  '^'^  '[  eleven-diirty."  amended 
«  T  i    f'  ^Pnn'ng  to  be  somewhat  bored. 

C«^7''-'*L  *i  elcven-thirty  the  next  morning  the 
Colonel  mtroduced  the  charming  Mrs.  Blossom  to 
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1^,  «a  d>e  ended  byZ^^^}*^*^^  "•»» 

"»«? ..  Ae  ia,„«d,  fcXi^d,^  ^T.l'^- 
not  so  cngaffinff  u  u«».i   ?  I^l  ■^"Mow  she  was 

"  Then  you  bJ7 ^ZtT^^JT"^*: 

C.UK.     Uey  weTi"    ?'*1?S  "W""*"  of  4e 

fi»»y  n.i.print.  „d  cSed'^Cu.^  *  ^«n«.d«»ly 
"•"y  I^ciM,  ,0  one  can  «7Z  T  **"  ""«  » 
»"«  about,  but  w^n-rTtSJ^^T^'  *'  "^ 

She  laughed  with  chUdlike  dee  he,  fc.-i. 
dear  and  meet  a>  thot.  «*  f'  **' •"«!>  notea  at 
fleecer  an.,er^d  ^7^4*  !  l"'  "^^  "<"  Mr. 
•""dy  hoped  to  Xf^u*  «^  »*«*  die  h«i 
•l«rfity.  SheleTd^S^"!*  ■»  »ft«a.  «. 
better.  "^^  ^^^^  getting  on  a  bit 

p.p«"  i.t*X"r*^  "*«  *«  ««- 
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like  tht^  and  htvc  a  great  deal  of  inHuence,  poUti- 
cally  and  otherwise;  don't  tliey?" 

Mr.  Fleecer  glanced  at  her  a  triHe  more  search- 
ingly  than  he  had  heretofore  done.  She  was  so 
very  charming  that  he  had  not  expected  to  find  a 
senous  intent  in  her.  She  probably  did  not  know 
what  she  was  saying,  however. 

.^"?/^,*l'?^  ^^V  *'y  ""  *^»"«»'"  he  acknowl- 
edged  diyly,  but  their  main  hold  is  in  telling  about 
thmgs  afterward."  *        / 

I  see,"  she  mused,  her  round  eyes  resting  quietly 
upon  him.  0-1/ 

They  annoyed  him.  He  could  usuaUy  look  into 
a  man  s  eyes  and  teU  what  that  man  thought  or  was 
about  to  think;  but  these,  while  they  seemed  fuU 
enough  of  expression,  told  him  positively  nothing. 
The  only  hypothesis  fitting  within  his  experience  was 

himself  widi  that  idea. 
"One  could  be  successful  in  politics  or  — or  any- 

«^*?*y^    I«n't  that  what  you  mean?" 
Thats  die  only  way  they  ever  do  it,"  he  as- 

The  Colonel  smiled  courteously;  he  even  bowed; 
but  his  eyes  remained  totally  unresponsive. 

right  ahead  and  do  diings  that  dicy  want  to  <k». 
Whether  anybody  else  wants  them  to  do  them  or  not," 


^,' 


^  Cordelia  Blossom 

ment?"  "*  ^"'y  Beautiful  move. 

handtag  with  alaoAv  to,  f^*.""«f ■  "?«««  her 

Pl"d  with  X  Mr  fS  r  ?"  !'«"«•  "'•  ""- 
W.«'t  it.  Colmd? .•       " "«* o'you  to vdunteer. 

n^s^-rji^^^j^tt^^ 

•  P«rj  to  the  comphW  ^'  to  make  hta 

fo«  hint  ■'  I  h^Ci^T^^.'P  •PP'!««i«'  fce- 
y«t«d.y  «rf  tX  NeTirr*?^'  ""^^ 
f««d  of  the  nTm^ T  t.  *r-  ""  ^"^ 
cm*  in  inm.edi.tdr^  1  «^         •*^"""  •^»P' 

v«y  few  of  them  HI*  them- h«  i  a-  1^'' "  '»«• 

•dvantue  to  h»ve  4-^'  .'*''«'»"'«"«*« 

*e  to  nave  the  exdutive  diop.  heiding  the 
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mercantile  lift.    Their  names  are  so  influential,  don't 
you  think?" 

"  No  doubt  of  it,"  he  easUy  agreed,  laying  fifteen 
dollars  upon  the  signed  application  list  "  I  guess 
they'd  take  a  fifteen-dollar  membership  in  anything 
you  suggested.    I  know  I  would." 

"Very  few  people,  either  gentlemen  or  ladies, 
can  resist  Mrs.  Blossom,"  mterpolated  the  Colonel 
confidently. 

"  You  are  both  of  you  so  nice  to  me  I  "  cooed  Mrs." 
Blossom.     "  It  will  be  quite  a  feather  in  my  cap  to 
have  secured  your  name,  Mr.  Fleecer.    The  ladies 
will  be  so  proud  of  me,  because  they  know  that  you 
can  help  us  so  much." 

"  I'll  do  everything  I  can  for  you,"  promised  Mr. 
Fleecer  promptly. 

"  I  might  just  as  well  have  written  you  a  letter,'* 
prettily  pouted  Mrs.  Blossom,  resting  her  round  eyes 
successively  upon  every  muscle  of  his  face.  "  You 
are  making  everything  so  easy  for  me  that  I  can't 
pride  myself  much  upon  personal  achievement.  You 
don't  know  what  you  are  promising,  though.  The 
ladies  of  the  association  will  expect  a  great  deal  from 
you.  They  want  you  to  pass  at  least  three  city  laws  : 
one  for  die  beautifying  of  vacant  property,  one  for 
turning  the  curbstrips  into  park  spaces,  and  one 
ordering  the  removal  of  all  die  billboards  in  die  city. 
There  may  be  others,  but  diese  three  are  the  most 
important;  and  die  billboard  one  ought  to  be  passed 
now." 

"You'll  have  to  see  the  members  of  the  City 
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Coundl  about  thaf  "  m*..^  j  « , 

«d  We  no  more  viice  i  ° "  u  ""«•  ^w  ^^- 

««  *>  it.  though,  c^-ty^^jT  «»  "<•  '««  "meho* 

"Th"fir7.'-«'''-''''««'»y  indeed 

couldn't  influel^L  tJrST  '^"  '"*  »'■'»•  "I 
only  way  for  yo^to  dol^t"*;?  T  •"««««•  ""«« 
«If,  M I  said  at  fin,  °  1  *^ '°  ""  •"«"«  yo«r- 
y^,.  ""*'«'''■■  to  .end  «,me  one  to  theiZ 

«.poIdS''Aj^'Bl„:C^  "^  '°  do ."  i„„„,di.^y 

jeopardizing ^.^"^J^^'Jnnly-     "I   should  be 

We  no  nit  ,ol,lr  tI*"*  '"  '«'"''  »»d  I 
Mr.  Ko«on,  wiU  ^.^  un^'J?,"-"  «">.  « 

"ith  some'  rS^te"  ■!?',?  **  ^'°'^-  Ao-gk 
•i^'t  .a  n,y  life.  ^^-  ,  .li.^"'  7«  »t  "^ 
understand  that  this  moveml^?.  JT'  "  »  ">  «» 
issue,  however,  I  diril^^l"  ^  be  made  ,  pany 
myself."  '      """'  ''  necessary,  enter  politfa 

^Mr.  Fleecer  gave  that  p„po.i,„„  ^^  ^^ 

n.iS'f.c^:;'''^?/ "•:r''''-^°''"'''"  "■«  •* 

y^  d-  record,  I  ^Zo^CZ^l^  15 
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never  stop  until  I  had  you  at  the  head  of  a  ticket, 
either  aty  or  state;  but  you  wouldn't  like  it." 

"I  should  not  consider  my  personal  feelings,"  re- 
plied    the    Colonel    with    Spartan    determination. 

Mrs.  Blossom  wants  the  billboards  of  diis  city  re- 
moved, and  if  your  party  will  not  do  it,  and  if  my 
party  will  pledge  itself  to  do  so,  I  shall  drop  all 
my  other  interests  and  aid  my  party.  The  billboards 
must  be  removed  I" 

Mrs.  Blossom  had  now  turned  her  round-eyed 
survey  from  Mr.  Fleecer  to  her  husband. 

''  When  is  the  next  election?  "  she  asked. 

"  Ten  weeks  from  to-day,"  Mr.  Fleecer  answered, 
also  surveying  die  Colonel  thoughtfuUy. 

"  How  interesting  politics  must  be,"  pronounced 
Mrs.  Blossom.  "  I  suppose  all  these  litde  things, 
such  as  diis  billboard  law,  must  be  taken  i  o  account, 
like  deciding  whom  not  to  invite  to  a  aer  and 
why?  I  suppose  Mr.  Renly  Roberts  .  of  great 
value  to  your  party?  " 

Whatever  hcsiution  Mr.  Fleecer  may  have  felt 
he  did  not  diq)lay. 

"  Mr.  Roberts  has  been  a  very  active  worker,"  he 
noncommittally  admitted. 

"  I  judged  so  from  what  he  said  when  I  saw  him 
the  other  day." 

Mr.  Fleecer  stared  at  her  for  a  moment,  and  then 
he  chuckled.  The  woman  had  no  brains  after  all. 
He  was  pleased  to  make  sure  of  it. 

"  You  didn't  go  to  Roberts  to  interest  him  in  this 
movement?"  he  demanded  incredulously. 


^  Cordelia  filoHom 

Mn.  Bl«»m  very  readily  obUged. 

^jm^  would  you  .Uow  .0  intcrfe.?  "  ^^^ 

"P«rty  welfare,"  he  gravely  told  her  talcin.  ,-* 
uge  m  that  mo«  .ervicefble  ex^e         '  ^"'  "'^ 

inen  you  really  refuse."  said  Mr.    ni 
r-jmg.     "Do  you  .^ow,  m',.  ^L^^i  ^^ 

.  pout,  aud  yet  Mr.  Fleecer  h«l  ,„  ^r-t.^ 


i^' 


I   '1  »  '.. 
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if  he  hung  over  the  Igming  abyM  by  a  lingle  thread 
he  would  much  rather  she  had  no  ihears. 

"  I'm  lure  you'll  be  able  to  carry  through  your 
purpotet  even  widiout  my  active  co-operation,"  he 
consoled  her. 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  shaU,"  she  agreed.  "  I  must 
Would  you  mind  giving  me  the  names  of  your  alder- 
men?" 

"Not  at  aU,"  and  he  politely  gave  her  a  letteiw- 
head  containing  the  names  of  the  City  Council. 

"  Thank  you,"  she  acknowledged  in  her  softest 
intonations.  "  I  can't  tell  you  what  a  treat  thb  visit 
has  been  to  me.  It  has  taught  me  so  much  that  I 
did  not  know  about  politics.  I  never  had  anything 
to  do,  before,  with  politics;  but  it  seems  so  fasci- 
nating tiiat  I  am  sure  I  should  like  it." 

"  ^'"'*  '°°'"  ^°'  "^  o^  »•»"  Mr.  Fleecer  told 
her.  "  If  there's  anything  else  you  ever  want,  Mrs. 
Blossom,  do  not  hesitate  to  come  to  me  merely  be- 
cause I  could  not  find  a  way  to  help  you  this  time." 

"Thank  you  so  much.  Good  day,"  and  Mrs. 
Blossom  left  as  gradously  as  she  had  come. 

"  I  bid  you  good  day,  sir,"  said  die  Colonel  stifBy, 
and  followed  her.  Just  outside  the  door  he  paused. 
"Pardon  me  a  moment,  my  dear,"  he  begged.  "  I 
wish  to  say  a  word  to  Mr.  Fleecer,"  and  he  returned 
to  die  room.  "  Sir,"  he  declared,  standing  rigidly 
erect,  "  I  have  heard  that  your  party  is  corrupt,  and 
your  own  methods  more  so.     I  believe  it  I  " 

"  All  right,"  consented  Fleecer  cheerfully.  "  Go 
as  far  as  you  like." 
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Jim  Fleecer  fmnd  t  lot  of  Mnen  tmliui.  kh. 
wh«.  he  returned  to  hi.  r-dWX.  ^bJ^ 
dingjr  room  me  infetted  br  eererrf  -T-fcl  i^ 
Pttiem  row,  .ton,  d«  w2  I^^J?!!?'  "  ! 
farthet  from  S?d«k.  m  SIJ^  "f 
•hitd^Md  peri,  bJSe."wWr^  2SS1^ 
««>'• .  Fleecer,  who  hri  ri«,  to  iTdJZ^J^ 

«n  diem^oT^  •"'"'^  proceeded  to 

"  HeUo,  boyil  ••  ht'ttU  cordiallv  •'  M./^^ 
•here',  nodimg  doiiiK  i.  ym^^'i  **'*?"* 
fere."  ^^  **"•    ^  *<»  *  i««»i» 

fr^^  ^'?'^  »i4  .  riot  of  or«« 

hi.  h.t  MndZZtt^VZ     '^  «"y  mud  upon 
«nd  hi.  K.  Za  k    j        ™*  •™~"  »^  iA  *oet 

I  he.rd  bod,  ride,,"  reined  Fleecer     •^«., 
I  «»««»  know  wh.t  wen  do."  deip.W  m,. 
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GwAbtlowo'tone.    "  My  leg  won't  hetl  up  » 
J^work,  and  Dtnny  wm  •  good  boy  .bcHit  hit 

Fleecer  frowned  and  looked  out  of  die  window  a 
moment 

^"3  '""•"  ^'  "^^  ^*  «  ««h.  "  BO  to  Tom 
McManui  uid  teU  him  that  I  said  for  him  to  give 
you  a  job  where  you  can  sit  down.  Brown,  I'U  have 
good  newi  for  you  on  that  County  Building  appoint- 

nient  ne«  week.  Come  in  and  .ee  me  on  NlSiday 
morning.  ' 

.  .t^^^AJ^.T"  ^^  "P  '«»«  *^«  fc«n<*  with 
a  inwle  and  thanked  hun,  and  foUowed  McGrath  out 
of  the  door. 

•e«n.  a  better  man  for  your  place.  He't  younger 
end  a  better  hustler,  and  he',  diown.  in  thrw  el«s 
tionj.  that  he  can  swing  a  whole  precinct." 

•toop  m  his  shoulders  and  a  face  as  colorless  as 

t^J^f^''  .^^"''  .?'  '^"^'  ^*  «  PW«We  •^ 
tempt  at  jauntmess.    "  I  guess  I'm  due  for  the  dis- 

«rd  ai^how  "    He  stepped  forward  and  held  out 
wiA  Aat  careless  air.    "  We  aU  have  to  go  s;oner 

jmffly.       A  Aird  less  money,  but  it's  shorter  houn 
™!J"Work.     Do  you  want  it?  " 

Doe.  a  duck  love  wata?  "  inquired  the  old  man, 
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^S^^nu^L'^^^  ^  «»«  «<>«•    "r«  much 

bunt  from  him.    He  tottered  tnd  unk  to  t  chwr 
«nd  cried  hit  thtnkfuUie*.  * 

A™aTK-^f***M*  ^  •"**  '~^«<J'  *«"»  with  « 
the  bjmch  in  the  comer,  where  he  tteedfMdy  ^^ 

oblemd  '^      ?"•  *'•'*'  •'•^•"  *>«  <^*"y 

Aw  iwr       "*  *™^  ""••  ^^  **•''  ■  head  t«Uer 
"Sure;  I  wid  I  would,"  he  suUenly  inhered, 
ihtt  enormou.  j»w  of  Fleecer's  protruded,  and 

li«  eyei  took  on  a  wicked  look. 

.t^l^r*  """""u  ''r  ■  '^"*«'"  »»«  «^'«d.  Md 
•tepped  nearer  die  front  of  die  room. 

anLafvt'  '""^^'^  JrJ>««<J  ^ver  toward  him  widi 

near  enough,  Fleecer,  widiout  a  word  of  waminir 
knodced  hmi  down.  The  fdW.  chief  e^S 
J^.  one  of  mcredulou.  surprise,  a.  he  sat^^Se 
floor  and  surveyed  his  assailant 

wilT""*'^  T  "^"i^*'  ^*^'^"  *»*  ^-"^»<J  to  know, 
with  the  pained  wonder  of  a  chUd. 

"  ^"*"«  I  want  you  to  tell  diat  bundi  down  at 
Kemiedy's  diat  I  mean  it  when  I  say  not  to  bother 
me  any  more."  replied  Fleecer  widi  a  grim3e 


The  Bom  ii  Puszled  n 

"If  yoq  come  up  here  tgtin  I'll  beat  your  head  off  I 
Do  you  think  I  mean  it?" 
Sayera  grinned. 

"Uh^hunh,"    he    acknowledged.    "I    won't 
come  any  more,"  and  he  left  die  room. 

Fleecer  foregathered  with  the  diree  gendemen 
who  yet  remained  —  very  well^retied  gentlemen 
who  looked  like  men  of  affairs  —  and  the  litde  group 
chatted  amiably  for  a  few  minutes.  Then  Fleecer 
took  one  of  the  trio,  a  stubby  gray  man  with  a  stubby 
gray  mustache,  over  to  his  desk,  and  they  talked  in 
low  tones  for  five  minutes.  In  that  time  Fleecer  ar- 
ranged for  a  city  paving  contract  which  was  to  net 
hun  and  his  followers  half  a  million  doUars. 

He  talked  with  another  man  for  five  minutes,  in 
low  tones,  and  arranged  for  a  successor  to  State  Sen- 
ato-  Sommera,  dictating  die  citizens'  choice  as  if  diey 
had  but  one  voice,  and  that  voice  his. 

"  Now,  Renly,  what  can  I  do  for  you?  "  he  asked 
of  his  sole  remaining  caller. 

Mr.  Roberts  smiled  at  him  widi  every  wrinkle  in 
his  countenance. 

TT  '•  ^°tISP°  ^*'  ^°"  "*y  arrange  a  loan  for  the 
Union  Billboard  Company  over  at  the  Esplanade 
National." 

"  How  much?  "  inquired  Fleecer,  frowninir. 

"  Five  diousand." 

Fleecer  considered  diat  matter  motionlessly  for 
what  seemed  to  Roberts  an  age. 

"  Why  is  die  Billboard  Company  always  needing 
loans?  "  he  wanted  to  know. 
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Extawion  of  the  buiinM* »»  — «!•  j   *«  . 
"  The  purchaae  of  Z\-  '     'fP^'**^   Roberts. 

th0  r««,«-  4««"y.  rou  must  arrange  to  firance 
Ae  ^mpanjr  better,  and  must  also  arra^e  n^Jto 
Mk  for  any  further  loans  untU  this  CkvBJluliM 
movement  has  flattened  out »  ^  Beautiful 

Roberts  smiled.  * 

"  I've  had  a  pleasant  day  over  tha*  Cit^  n : 

Then  the  fool  proposition  has  alreadv  hurt  m*.  " 

under  my  protection?"  '^      "•"  "**■"  "«« 

"DiJ  she  come  to  .ee  you?"  .Aed  Robem. 


II . 


The  Boss  is  Puzzled  ^e 

'  Of  course  she  did,  though.  She's  the  limit  I »»  and 
he  laughed  again  as  he  remembered  her  naive  de- 
mands  upon  him. 

"I  asked  you  why  you  told  her  that  your  personal 
•ffairs  were  under  my  protection  ?  "  repeated  Fleecer. 
Koberts  turned  grave  in  an  instant. 

o*  J  ,^^^  *^5  ™  ^^  ^^  ^»y  t'>  -care  her  out 
of  the  fad,"  he  said  in  defense. 

"No  man  at  your  age  is  a  competent  judge  of 
hmnan  affairs  unless  he  has  been  married,"  Fleecer 
•obHy  informed  him.  "If  you  had  been,  .  ,u 
would  know  that  the  timid,  dirinking  creature,  we 
wll  women  can't  be  scared  out  of  anydiing.  They're 
like  the  panthers  I  hunted  in  die  Rockies.    You 

mile,  then  they  come  back  to  see  what  scared  them; 
and  If  you  go  to  sleep  they'U  get  you.  I  don't  like 
to  bave  my  name  used  in  that  way  " 

oB^^JZV'"^''''  '^""^*'  *^  ^"^"^«*"-  ^' 

thou^t,  after  aU  die  service.  I  had  rendered  you 
»nd  the  party  and  the  dty,  and  after  aU  the  close 
pohtical  intmiacy  which  there  had  been  between  u^ 

emergency. 

"  Yn?K  ^'^.y?"' ^1^'"  Promi-cd  Fleecer  wearily. 

rank  n#  r  T"'"^  ^^^^  "'^^^  °^  *^«^  uniformed 
rank  of  the  Soaety  of  Fleecer  Makers.    The  badse 

of  that  order,  Roberts,  is  a  broad^led  toe,  and  Ae 
ptswrord  is  •  Good-bye.* "  .     «  uic  . 


Tlie  City  Fathen 

/^F  tfe  twdve  City  F.thei,  whom  .  wi,e  ,„d  ou^ 
Vy  ti o«,  m.joriqr  of  vot.„  had  «l«t«l  to  ^ST 
<l»I)«ne,  md  .pportion.the  pubUc  funds  «nd  to  hi' 

^  fcST^LT,.""  »  •"•y-  8"i"  "d  feed  deder 
"»ow»U».  three,  being  regal.r  poUticiani,  had  no 

»K^.  m  «"'*■'"  '™  Ae  ..me  one  who  «p. 
SJf^  b  A^T""  ""'''»^"«.  *e  Colonel  and^ 

Tor}^J^^"^  "'^^  **  '«"»"  felt  to  be 
a  forlorn  hope,  drove  to  the  ofice  of  the  co  Jdealin. 
eoonahnan.    He  wa.  a  broad^onldered  muT? 

wjAbled  downward  when  he  talked  JS^^ 
•tiffly  upward  when  he  was  ulent  H-  i  ?  j 
comforjably  out  to  d.e  cuTast^n  „"l  ^f 
'^  «.iled  who.  he  recogm-aed  hU  W3J  ^' 
tomer.  „d  disturbed  his  hat  when  he  saw  thf  la^ 
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"  I'll  have  the  balance  of  your  coal  up  in  a  couple 
of  week.,  Colonel."  he  immediately  announced,  his 
entire  busmess  existence  at  this  period  consisting  of 
otpknation.  a.  to  why  the  coal  supply  for  the  winter 
~uM  not  be  brought  to  the  house  in  one  blackening 

"  That's  gratifying  news,"  returned  the  Colonel 
forffvmgly.  "Have  you  heard  of  the  City  Beauti- 
nil  movement,  Mr.  Bums?  " 

The  face  of  Mr.  Bums,  which  had  worn  the  pleas- 
ant expression  due  to  a  prompt  and  liberal  customer, 
underwent  an  immediate  change. 

«*'  i'['*^  ^^  papers,"  he  guardedly  replied. 

w-VkIk  ^**"  ""'/  ^"^  ""^"^  favorably  unpressed 
inth  the  purposes  of  the  City  Beautiful  Association," 
the  Colonel  decisively  concluded. 

"Everybody  thinb  so,"  hastily  interposed  Mrs. 
Blossom  widi  pretty  entiiusiasm.  "Mr.  Fleecer 
has  just  become  a  member; "  and  she  triumphantly 
displayed  die  magic  name.  ^ 

«  "Ji*  ^"^^J'^l  »  "»8»»ty  good  tiling,"  Mr.  Bums 
^u^y  admitted.    "Did  he  promi^  to  do  anT 

"Nothing  excq)t  join  tiie  Association,"  confessed 
Mrs.  Blossom  cheerfuUy.  "  He  can't  afford,  you 
know,  for  diplomatic  reasons,  publicly  to  influence 
the  laws  we  want;  but  he  was  kind  enough  to  direct 

diately  to  you,  first  of  all.'» 

of  his  ncdT'  ^  "*  ^*"**  reflectively  upon  the  back 
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"d  plant  flower,  i„  v«.„t  property  luid  u^^c 
«*'"«  «r,,»^  „d  tew  down  .U  t£  biuUrS  I 
have  .  boiurifid  ide.  for^the  v,«n,  p~  ni 
^.X»-?"  wm  by  „  eno^L^ZtiJS? 
Med  and  furnnh  it  to  the  property  owner.  .J  .11 
*«.  .gly  vacant  lot.  wiU  b^  flLSi:S.?riSf^ 

"  It  cwtoinly  will."  Mr.  Bum.  agreed,  rigning  hit 

f^nZZ'f!^  ^'"■^^  "^^  y<- '« "^  «M 

Daii  A^!^"'"  *°  f™^ ''™-  "  You'll  help  » 
IZjJr  T'  'J^'  5"™'  Mr.  Bum.?"  mJa^ 
.«med  happdy  confident  d«t  he  would. 

riwd.  '™'  ""'  ""•  ""'*  y™'"  "fce  per. 

.JMn.'*''.'',?'!"  '''»°*  "»t  'h"  *e  ordinance, 
are  mtroduced."  he  retumed.  looking  up  the  "2^ 

h^tl  A?"  *!  "^  ""^  "  *«  Colonel,  S!,  tt^ 
undoubtedly  waste  look  upon.  '*"•"*«•«» 
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dcrcd  Somebody  doct  h.vc  to  introduce  theie 
re«Jut.o„.  before  the  Council,  don't  they  ?  Whom 
would  you  suggest?"  ^ 

sarll^'lK^T*  T'''*'^.  *"  ^"*»*'^"  '^•^  much  the 
•ame  shock  as  that  with  which  Renly  Roberts  had 

rece.ved  her  invitation  to  join  the  Associatiot;  but 

Mr.  Burns  was  a  better  statesman  than  Mr.  Roberts. 

You  might  see  Mike  McFarlan,"  he  suggested 

nammg  the  only  rabid  anti-Fleecer  Wloo^^cr  in 

Parian  If  h*"^  '"^°^'^«  «  '^"^^  ""'^'^^  «""•     m" 
Farlan,  ,f  he  were  given  a  contract  to  erect  the 

Pearly  Gates,  would  have  left  the  party  if  he  w^e 

SSe^"  m"'*'  *'  ^°'  ''  repaiffle  GoTden 
Sheets.  Moreover,  any  ordinance  that  McFarlan 
m^duced  was  certain  to  have  one  vodfeJ^us  vote 

duce  1^  ?  """  *^/*  ^''  ^^^"J««  ^o»W  introi 
auce  the  ordmances  for  you." 

^TLa-    ^"^  ?'''«'''«*»•  introduce  the  lam  — 
Ifce  appeal  ,„  her  voice  was  «,  effective  that  a 

tonjue  before  he  could  Mop  it.     Confound  the  med. 
dl«o»e  woman  _  why  wa,  At «,  magneticl 

X  d  have  to  hear  the  wording  of  the  ordinance, 
before  I  could  promiae."  he  informed  her  •■& 
m»^  depend,  upon  the  wording  of  theae  SS^  ^ 

Ail'v  *"■?""  ""''"•'•ntl  that."  Ac  replied.    "  I 
thmk  the  beat  way  would  be  to  get  Mr.  McFarl^i 
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to  submit  the  wording  to  you  before  he  introduces 
T^        "*••    ^n'«  you  think  w?» 

,T?L  ^  oo"  » I*e  that  man." 
of  J^'li!  '>«h.«Iil«,"  the  Colonel  told  her.  out 
of  4e  dq«ha  of  M.  authoritative  knowledge. 

Oh  my.  nol  ••  .he  okjected.    "  There  i.  no  re- 
J^*^.^„.llhetwee.thetwo«e».    Iratherlike 

The  Colonel  stared  at  her. 

"Why,  the  man  was  so  coldly  courteous  to  you 

I  A^^l.  u      Tu'  ^**  V^fi^Uy  to  teU  him  that 

She  laughed  and  patted  his  hand. 

And  what  did  Mr.  Fleecer  say  to  that?  »  she 
wanted  to  know     "  t»ii  -.         l    '  . .  "*® 

AlA^J^  L  "  ^*«"  ^«  told  you  that  he 

didn  t  care  what  you  thought." 

"^•.*"*^  P~«i<?My."  acknowledged  the  Colonel 
widi  nsmg  mdignation. 

;;  What  else  could  he  say?  "  she  Inquired. 
Cordelia,  it  gneves  me  to  hear  you  say  that  vou 
like  such  a  man."  he  stated,  sitting  JcreSy  Aat  Z 
wmced  m  sympathy  for  his  spinal  column     "Are 

vn"  "T.!i?*'  "^^  "*"  ^^^  P^^'i^e'y  nodiing  whiA 
you  wished  him  to  do?  "  ^* 
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"  Yc8 ;  but  I  like  him  anyhow.     Isn't  that  funny  ?  " 
and  she  gave  herself  very  just  credit  for  honesty. 

Very,"  admitted  the  Colonel  dryly,  and  gave  up 
the  problem  of  Cordelia  for  the  thousandth  time. 

She  slipped  her  arm  beneath  his,  and  patted  him 
softly  upon  the  wrist  until  he  felt  better. 

"I  think  we're  upon  the  wrong  track  entirely,^* 

«  «.°  n',*"'*'^  *^'"  ^^*  '"'""*««  o^  thoughtful  silence. 

We  U  go  to  see  this  Mr.  McFarlan,  but  if  he  does 
not  promise  to  accomplish  all  that  the  Assodadon 
wants,  I'm  going  to  quit." 

"  It  may  be  just  as  weU,"  agreed  the  Colonel, 
secretly  pleased.  "  I  have  no  actual  wish  to  enter 
politics." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mean  that  I'm  going  to  give  up  the 
movement,"  she  hastily  corrected  him.  "There's 
always  some  way  to  get  anything  you  want.  I  only 
mean  that  I'll  quit  diis  way  of  trying  to  do  it" 

She  relapsed  into  silence,  and,  though  her  smooth 
countenance  showed  no  trace  of  it,  was  deeply 
thoughtful,  until  the  Colonel  left  her  in  the  parlors 
of  a  conveniently  located  hotel  while  he  went  out  to 
fetch  the  proprietor  of  McFarlan's  Buffet. 

Mr.  McFarlan  was  a  maroon-faced  gentleman 
with  a  fat  neck,  who  bowed  and  bowed  and  smiled 
and  smiled  when  he  met  Mrs.  Blossom,  and  held  her 
hand  too  long,  and  never  removed  his  eyes  from  her; 
but  he  was  most  enthusiastic  about  the  City  Beautiful 
movement  t 

"  \''»  ?*  fi^^twt  blessing  that  ever  came  to  the 
town!     he  emphatically  announced,  admiring  Mrs. 
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MtdMj,  «nd  lU  .ee  that  you  get  everything  you 

naZ"""  *""*!"?  ^"  *^*"  '^"^  "»«  «^"t  die  ordi. 
nances  you  need/'  went  on  Mr.  McFarlw,  without  « 
glance  ,n  the  Colonel',  direction,  « «,d  I'U  have 

dghT»°"'     "^"^  ^''''*  "^^  ^^^^'^  T"««^y 

"  Do  you  think  that  you  can  induce  the  rest  of  die 
aldermen  to  vote  for  diem?  "  inquired  die  Colonel 
moving  «,  that  he  could  be  a.  nearly  a.  pSe 
within  die  range  of  McFarW.  eye..  ^^ 

™ni'"'**"i!'f '^^'^"^»"'  «^'='"8  «t  die  inter, 
ruptmg  party  for  die  twentietii  of  a  .econd.     "If 

Mn  BWm  will  ju.t  drive  around  and  .ee  aU  die 

.t  ^nt.r''  ~"  ^"'''  *  ""^^"^  ^"'  •"y  "^^--'^ 

Th^  cS  "^^fl  ?  'IS*^"""*  ^*  compliment. 
The  Colonel  waited  for  Mr.  McFarlan  to  wnile  at 

M    "i!rV°i  •PP'°''»^  °^  *»  «*tt«ring  opinion,  but 

Mr.  McFarlan  did  nodiing  of  die  «,^    HU  ev2 

were  too  agreeably  engaged  odierwi«j.  ^^^ 

Mr..  BloMom  ha.  decided  not  to  see  any  more 

backed  maje.ty.  "  Speaking  for  her.  I  may  .ay  diat 
«he  diank.  you  very  much  for  the  pledge  of  vour 
Juppc,rt,.„ca.e.he.houldneedi^    P,,^^^^^^- 

"  Quite."  .he  a..ured  him.  in  a  tone  which  would 


The  City  Fathen 


63 


hive  been  breathlett  if  the  liad  not  been  poueMed 
of  nich  perfect  control.  It  croned  her  diplomatic 
mind  that  possibly  she  ought  to  thank  McFarkn  her- 
•clf,  but  it  crossed  her  more  highly  diplomatic  mind 
that  she  had  better  not,  and,  with  genuine  relief,  she 
took  the  Colonel's  arm  to  go. 

"  I  thought  you  was  in  a  hurry  for  these  ordi- 
nances, puzzled  McFarlan;  "  but  any  time  you  get 
ready  just  send  for  me,"  and  he  stiU  gazed. 

Mr.  McFarlan  was  talking  into  thin  air  and  won- 
denng  over  the  manners  of  society  folk,  who  were 
supposed  to  be  all  courtesy  I 

The  Colonel's  comment,  as  he  conducted  his  wife 
down  the  broad  stairway  of  the  hotel,  was  kindly, 
bnef  and  decisive. 

"My  dear,"  said  he,  patting  her  hand,  "I  am 
very  glad  that  you  have  decided  not  to  enter  upon 
any  more  enterprises  which  would  require  you  to  seek 
the  assistance  of  men  other  than  myself." 
Her  first  instinct  was  of  defense. 
"  It  is  shameful,"  she  complained,  "  that  women 
cannot  appeal  to  men  for  aid  in  a  worthy  cause  with- 
out bemg  made  to  know  that  they  are  women  I" 
She  felt  a  sudden  rigidity  in  the  Colonel's  arm.    At 
the  foot  of  the  stairs  there  was  a  tiny  reception  room, 
and,  with  a  quick  impulse,  she  guided  him  into  it. 
I  dont  mean  diat.  Watt  I"  she  declared  with 
earnestness.    "  I  should  have  known  better  from 
the  first.    Love  me ;  please  I  " 
"But  I  do,  my  dear  I  "  avowed  the  Colonel. 
Her  eyes  had  real  expression  now,  as  they  looked 
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pletdinijr  ,^  ,„to  hii.  There  were  eleven  people 
pM«ng  the  door  tt  th.t  moment,  yet  Colonel  w5l 
terwn  Blosiom,  en  triitocrtt  to  hit  la»t  red  con 
puicle,  and  congenittlly  .verse  to  emotional  diepUy, 
kit.ed  hit  wife  fervently  in  the  pUin  tight  of  d^.  if 
they  had  chosen  to  look  I 

!!  S?^  ^*  ^"^*  ^®™«  "o'^?  "  J»e  «»1wd. 
Oh,  no!  "and  she  dimpled  up  at  him  adorably. 
Ac  spark  of  mischief  coming  into  her  ey.^    "liySL 

1  iwd  better  telephone  tier  first,  don't  you  think?  " 

alZ^JjTL^^  ^"^'^^  J^^*"  «'  •^««^  hair,  min. 
glcd  with  the  pungent  alcohol  of  fresh  perfume, 

^ZTit  Wack-haired  and  slender  aS  splenl 

^l  C^^n^"-  ^1^'  '"""^  ^  '««Ption  parlor, 

t  calculated  mmute  or  two  longer.    There  was  a 
oose  hairpm  i„  Mr^  Fleecer's  becoming  coiffurTIni 

tlt^""'"^^  T^''"^  P°^^^'  ^^  "^  been  q"te 
cjrefuUy  enough  removed  from  one  of  her  Well- 

fabric  of  her  «qu,.,tc  pale  green  teagown,  with  its 
damty  rehef  of  piric,  a  lavender  ribbon  obtruded  h- 

i,I'iT"*  '^  "*?  *^^  ^'"^  'h'*'  ^"^^  Mrs.  Fleecer 
had  deliberately  kept  Mrs.  Blossom  waiting,  she  stiU 
h«d  not  given  herself  time  enough  to  make  aU  the 
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bos  «•«  "^^."*tr  """^^  *"  "«^- 

Mr^  Blosiom  loved  her  I 

occMioncd  this  call?  **  "**^ 

"So  many  people  have  remarked  it,"  ,he  uotb^a 
.The  characteristic  is  so  decided   and  Jn  /,*^r 

Q»te  true."  admitted  Mr,.  BIoMom,   fud- 
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Mted  by  the  «dro!tiMil  with  which  Mn.  Fleecer  had 
iiutited  upon  her  lociel  sttnding  ewty  from  this  dty. 

^^  ?*•  >»»»»«?  WJy-  "  Whet  do  y<S, 
J»nk?"  ihe  demanded.  "Mr.  Roberts —  Mr. 
Kenly  Roberts,  you  know— called  our  City  Beauti- 
nil  movement  a  funcioni  '* 

Sol  That  was  it,  eh?  The  City  Beautiful  move- 
ment! 

Mrs.  Fleecer  also  laughed. 

!!  5*'*  *^^  Joking,"  she  commented. 
Not  this  time,"  returned  Mrs.  Blossom.    "  He 
»  very  seriously  against  *our  movement,  just  because 
he  owns  all  the  biUboards  in  the  city,  and  we  want  to 
tear  them  down.    Don't  you  hate  them?  " 

"I  wouldn't  caU  them  artistic,"  admitted  Mrs. 
Reecer,  who  was  compeUed  to  be  careful  in  what  she 
•aid  concermng  issues  in  which  her  husband  misht  be 
wterested.  ^*^ 

"You  are  fond  of  art,  aren*t  yon?  If  you  are 
I  have  a  trMt  in  store  for  you,  if  you'U  accept  it 
rou  know  Paul  Stanhope,  the  wonderful  English 
flower  painter,  is  to  be  here  on  the  nineteenth  to  open 
his  exhibit  at  the  Qaypool  Studios.  I  intend  Vr- 
rangmg  a  dinner  b  his  honor,  and  there  are  so 
many  of  my  most  intimate  friends  whom  I  want  to 
have  meet  him  that  I  suppose  I  shaU  be  compeUed 
to  en^ge  the  GUder  banquet  hall.  I  should  be  so 
pleased  to  have  you  meet  Mr.  Stanhope." 

Mrs.  Fleecer  almost  gasped.  To  be  mvited  to  a 
dimier  ^icfa  would  be  attended  by  so  many  of  Mrs. 
Blossoms  mtunate  friends  that  the  Hotel  Gilder 


/ 


The  City  Father!  ^ 

•fcoiu like tohfv^r*^      ''•  ''*  "  *•'••  •'«'  I 

;i*ve  better  wccew.  if  •«  r.^ "!!      ?*    ^^  ""X 
^  „  «i«:eM,  It  we  can  perwede  you  to  join 

So  this  wu  the  retion  for  the  callf    W«n  M^ 


.'.^^ 


nt 


VI 
The  Baby  Stare  Wins 

AT  the  dinner  table  that  evening  the  Fleecers, 
independently,  were  in  an  exceptional  good 
humor;  but  as  Mr.  Fleecer  was  not  habitually  com- 
municative,  and  as  Mrs.  Fleecer  had  become  a  happy 
woman  through  patiently  biding  her  time,  they  did 
not  compare  notes  until  they  happened  to  catch  each 
odier's  eyes  at  a  time  when  both  were  smiling 
broadly. 

"  You  must  have  had  a  pleasant  day  of  it,  Jim," 
ventured  his  wife. 

"  I've  had  a  couple  of  good  laughs,"  he  admitted, 
and  chuckled.  "  I'm  getting  popular  with  the  Four 
Hundred.  One  of  our  grandest  litde  society  queens 
gave  me  a  call." 

"You'd  better  give  her  what  she  wants.  They 
are  shrewder  politicians  than  men  sometimes;  and 
I  believe  Mrs.  Blossom  to  be  the  cleverest  woman  I 
ever  met" 

"Good  Lord!  Was  she  here,  tool  I  wonder 
whether  she  hasn't  brains  after  all." 

"Jim,  Jim  I "  she  laughed.  "How  is  it  that  a 
baby  stare  always  fools  a  man?  Why,  she  has  three 
ideas  while  you  are  thinking  once;  then  she  says 
something  foolish  to  make  you  think  she  isn't  think- 
ing." 
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joiced     « yi'7  '*•  \""    Georgi.  .ecr«ly  ,.. 
coZb  o« "."t./'"'  •'"'•  ""  "■''  <"  •  ■"»  "'» 

three  have  been  U„if^)  <S.7      "  '"'"  governon, 
Vice.Pr«M.  .        T"  *"*••  '""ton,  one  WM  a 

«t,  the  bSTof  B.K     °^  "•  ^o""''"  Which. 

He  shook  his  head 
of  cheek,  and  olive  of  hV*     »""""/•  ^^w  was  oval 
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wat  a  strange  iweetnen  in  her  •mile.  There  was 
no  complaint  in  her  and  no  regret,  but  there  wat 
wistfulneis;  and  aU  at  once  he  understood,  for  the 
ftrst  time,  die  importance  to  her  of  die  diing  of  which 
he  had  robbed  her,  and  could  never  buy  back  for  her ! 
rte  reached  over  and  patted  her  upon  die  hand. 
Any  one  of  die  diousands  of  men  whom  Jim  Fleecer 
kept  pennanently  terrorized,  would  have  rubbed  hit 
eyw  and  looked  twice  at  diat  unbelievable  act  of 
tenderness.     "Just  money  won't  do,  will  it,  Twee- 

:  aI  Jt''  '^T^  *!*'"«  "  *  8^™'  j"»*  '*«  politics, 
and  It  takes  good  cards  to  win  at  it." 

She  smiled,  but  waited.  Her  husband's  train  of 
thought  was  a  very  satisfactory  one. 

"I  wish  I  could  put  you  where  you  belong, 
Georgia,';  he  regretted.  "  If  you  can  figure  out  a 
way  to  wm,  I'll  back  you  with  all  die  money  and  in- 
fluencc  m  die  state  I     You'd  be  die  boss  of  the 

She  laughed  and  returned  his  previous  hand-pat 
I  am  sure  you  would  do  your  part.  By  die 
way,  what  did  Mrs.  Blossom  want?  " 

He  began  chuckling  again. 

"  Not  very  much.  She  only  wants  to  make  every 
property  owner  plant  poppies  in  his  vacant  lots,  and 
to  pamt  all  the  fences  in  the  city  pink,  and  to  carpet 
the  street  crossings,  and  to  tear  down  all  die  biU- 
boards,  and  to  put  Renly  Roberts  out  of  business. 
He  was  over  and  told  me  about  it  I've  been  hav- 
ing  a  good  laugh  ever  since." 

"  He  caUed  her  project  a  function  I "  his  wife  ex- 
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^uiH  r^ '?  i^vT  ''"*^«  •"^  ''^^^t  that  I 

could  join  It,  though  I  wouldn't  promise  M«.  BIoi- 
wm  to  do  .0.    I  do  think,  though,  to  begin  with. 

be  L  Jl;  p'^r  'o?'*  *'~"'i^y>"8  the  dty  would 
be  to  drive  Renly  Roberts  not  only  out  of  business 
but  out  of  town  I  never  turn  around  to  look  at  a 
parade  until  the  first  band  has  passed  by.'» 

.An^^T  *f  1.*°''  '?*"5r  of  Renly,  that's  a  fact,*'  he 
admitted.  IVe  often  thought  of  reducing  hiki  to 
mere  twms,  or  triplets  at  the  most." 

"  You  don't  like  him  either,"  Georgia  delightedly 

discovered.     "Ihatehiml    He's  a  bfchelor I  "  ^ 

I  must  come  home  to  dimier  oftener,"  observed 

neecer,  glancing  about  him  with  a  smile  of  content. 

Itoc  companionship  had  been  enjoyable. 

like  ^^oC^:r^\^''' "  "•« '»"  «>•»'' 

"  Not  otceMively,"  he  acknowledged    He  had 

vS' «»  "r  ?"  ^'^'^  who  STd  hea.  :  ^ 
venient  figurehead,  not  only  was  duhoneM  in  the 

"  Then  why  don't  you  tear  down  the  billboards?  " 

I  be  merchants  wouldn't  like  it." 
"They    would    if   the    women    did,"    Georaia 

tion  to  this  City  Beautiful  movement,  Tim.  The 
women  are  crazy  over  it;  and  if  they  reaUy  want 
anything,  you  ought  to  know  that  they're  gomg  to 
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I*  They  don't  get  to  vote,"  he  defended. 

do.  J^Vu!" ''  ™'  '"    ^'"'"  '"'"^'^  ^  *«» 

He  pondered  that  with  a  muting  smile  for  a  mo- 
menf. 

«i^®^  ^***''**'  ^  *^^'*^*  y°"'"  "«*»*'"  he  said. 
IJo  you  suppose  they  actuaUy  want  this  thing?  " 

The  papers  say  that  there  were  two  thousand 

women  and  a  hundred  men  at  each  of  the  Lyceum 

wall  meetings  to  see  the  pictures  of  our  ugly  streets." 

wf^^r:  ."I'd  like  to  have  seen  A  Jn  myself, 
but  I  wasii»t  mvited  to  the  club,  and  I  wouldn't  go  to 
the  Lyceum."  * 

"This  is  good  coffee.  Boogies."  Jim  remarked 
with  genuine  appreciation.  "  I'U  play  you  a  game 
or  casmo. '  ** 

«  ni^'  ?'"  "  ,*  .^°"*^*y '  "  *^*  «»y'y  answered. 
1 II  have  to  mark  it  on  the  calendar." 

kept  subdued  would  have  rubbed  their  eyes  half  a 
do^en  times  to  have  seen  him  playing  casino  with  his 

!!i^  }!*  "*•'  eagerness  — triumphant  when  he 
won  and  downcast  when  he  lost— as  if  there  had 
hT  ?  /r^'J^  »take  upon  each  point.  In  the  mid- 
die  of  the  third  game  he  added  a  six  spot  to  the  litde 
oisino  and  two  aces,  which  she  had  built  into  a  four, 

a^wSr  ^'*^  ^"  **"  •''°*  °^  diamonds, 

«  Sl^'    ^^"1*^  ^"-  fi^o*«o"»  put  you  in  right?  " 

con<hW       '"'"'^"''  ""'  ""^"'  ^"'y  ^•^^'"^^ 
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^re  .1  th.  ri    "  '^?^'"  "'"  ^*»°"*  ^»^«  "«de 
Ku  any  '  "^""'""^  '^^P'^^"'  ^"*  *^«  <«dn't 

thiWoTS  """^"^  *"*^''"  ^"-  ^"«'*«  »n»"e  «Pon 
mcnt.  affection,  and  many  other  emotions,  over  which 
2u^T^^''  "^^  -"'  driving\a4'.'^^ 

r^^^H-        ^^""^^  ^^^^'^^  ^^-     "The  Gover^?; 

BtTor^r/p'-rc^^^^^^^^ 
s,^'i!krmfo^  '^'''  -ihS;,eJ^\„7t^,: 

mey  iiked  me  or  not,  resented  my  beinff  forced  unon 
them  socially  *ecau«^  fk.:-  k  u  j  *  lorcea  upon 
you  poIitiaUy*'     "  *'"  ""*»"*  ""«  "f^id  »/ 

On  M^  BI?"*'*  ""."'  *'  *"«»  I  ""'"'"•t  «»• 
"  I         "■<'«>"  P"t  it  «croM  ?  " 

.  J.^-  T  !?  .""*'"  *»  ""•  »"««»"  and  make 
T  T     f  ,f '*"  "'* '»""''«  directed. 

coid  Si  i'tXi;:; """"'" '«'-M"-"««« 

..ill*^  •  "  R«;A'  «-'■''  "n,Pli»ented  hhn. 
of  diA^^wT'  '*""y  *o<"gi^  Jim,  I  couldn't  think 
«r  OM^  •»  37  «U  it.  with  Mr..  Blo«om  or  wiA 

••retdy  been  extremeljr  nice  to  me.    Shebrou^tm 


» 


74 


Cordelia  Blonom 


invitation  to^ay  to  one  of  her  most  exduaive  func- 
tion*, where  I  shall  be  introduced  to  the  very  people 
whom  I  have  waited  all  this  while  to  know." 

He  laid  down  his  cards  in  sheer  astonishment. 

"No I  You're  a  wonder,  Noddles!  How  did 
you  work  it?" 

"  I  didn't,"  she  demurely  denied.  "  It  was  a  gift 
from  Mrs.  Blossom,  and  it  was  very  nice  of  her  in- 

wr**^i  ^^  ^*^*  *°  ^°  something  for  her  in  return. 
Would  It  compromise  you  in  any  way  if  I  joined  her 
City  Beautiful  movement?  " 

"She  can  have  anything  she  wants!  "  he  declared 
with  delighted  enthusiasm.  "  TeU  her  to  match  die 
colors  of  the  ordinances  she  wants,  and  to  mention 
the  men  she'd  like  to  have  put  out  of  business." 

"  Could  you  reaUy  spare  Mr.  Roberts?  "  was  the 
joyous  inquiry. 

"  Spare  Roberts  I  "  her  husband  retorted  in  amaze- 
mcnt.  "Tumpelly,  I  can  spare  him  with  my  eyes 
shut.  Why,  he  caUed  the  City  Beautiful  movement 
a  function!  If  you  and  Mrs.  Blossom  don't  want 
him  I'll  smash  him  like  a  bug.  That  bachelor's  a 
bankrupt  to-morrow." 

"You're  not  just  joking?"  she  laughed,  half  in- 
credulous. 

"  He'll  never  head  another  parade !  " 

"Thank  you,"  Georgia  was  most  grateful,  but 

serene.     "  I  shall  be  so  g^ad  to  tell  Mrs.  Blossom 

that  you  will  support  her  City  Beautiful  movement, 

because,  unless  you  would,  I  could  scarcely  join  die 

Association  in  which  she  is  so  much  interested.    And 
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wo!aTfllri?°  "  "mplc  little  thing  like  that,  which 
would  plea.e  her  .o  much,  I  .hould  be  compeUed,  I 
f~r.^  to  wnd  my  regret,  in  place  of  attending  her 

.tr.  T^K-  u ".?"'  17  *"  ^"  ^y"  *«  ""«  baby 

hart  ;  K-  ?  ^'  J'««'"*^'  *»«  exclaimed,  dropping 
back  in  h.s  cha,r  to  .tudy  her  more  at  leisure.    "  l! 

t"l^^o7tr'^''u'^^''"^'^  I  thought  politic 
Tidl!Z?  u  ^T'  ^?  y°"  ^°"»^"  "»«J^«  it  look  like 
Tid^edywink,.  So  that',  how  Mrs.  Blo.«,m  get. 
her  way.    Say;  .he's  a  smart  woman  I  "  "^ 

^  In  spite  of  her  baby  stare?'* 

band.       I  m  tickled  to  death,  Puss  I  .  If  I  couldn't 

"  Silly  I  "she  chided  him  affectionately;  "  it  i.  vou 
who  secure  it  for  me  after  all."  ^ 

♦     ♦     ♦ 

Thus  it  was  that  the  ugly  billboards  came  down 

Blln  "^  'l^  '"^^*"  ^^*^'^'  «"<»  that  CordcHa 
Blossom  on  the  strength  of  that  conspicuous  per! 
«^nal  achievement,  became  President  of  the  lli. 
Club;  and  that  Georgia  Fleecer  moved  up  Srcnl 

yune  girt  on  her  stoutest  armor  and  seized  her 
TLtT*    ^^^"-^-"thatEveirLfmb^ 


VII 

The  Pcoplc'i  Choice 

THE  last  envelope  on  the  list  was  addressed  and 
tossed— with  the  quite  natural  jerk  of  com- 
pletion,  no  doubt  — on  the  smooth  white  pUe.    It 
slipped  and  slid,  and,  with  a  Bash,  disappeared  into 
the  treacherous  opening  at  the  rear  of  Mrs.  Limber's 
sweet  little  boudoir  desk!     Mrs.  Limber  saw  that 
envelope  slip  and  slide,  but  she  firmly  closed  her  eyes, 
and,  after  the  invitations  for  the  mayor's  ball  had 
been  mailed,  she  lowered  the  lid  of  her  desk  without 
once  looking  down  into  that  always  avaricious  open- 
ing, thus  violating  a  firmly  established  habit.    The 
deed  accomplished,  the  lady  sat  down  to  breadie,  for 
she  was  a  woman  of  startling  amplitude;  but  in  spite 
of  her  absorbing  occupation  she  found  time  to  smile 
far  into  the  folds  of  her  pendulous  cheeks. 

Once  a  year  the  mayor's  wife  occupied  a  social 
position  of  Jovian  power.  After  the  official  ball  was 
over  she  would  lapse  into  her  normal  orbit  in  rela- 
tion to  the  once  supreme  Clara  Pikyune,  but  in  the 
meantime  all  gayeties  awaited  this  opening  function 
of  the  season,  and  Mrs.  Limber  had  controlled  that 
function  for  many  years.  It  was  a  joy  to  favor 
aU  these  nice  people,  except  for  that  kst  name  on 
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t^L^''  '''  -""^^  •«<>  *«  ^ol^  of  her 
.    Mrs.  Cordelit  BloMom  taw  by  the  Sundav  mnm 

cine?  W^^^^^^^  *^°™  ^  *«  P'^^yun^'i 

gray  ffoaL7!!S  J°"°"'  g^'y-mustached  and 

gray-goateed  and  gray-haircd  and  slender  and  .riff 

ery  .tore,  the  delicious  work  of  the  latest  Russian 
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violinlft,  the  luperiority  of  ii  certain  merehaat*!  silk 
and  the  approacliing  mayor'i  ball. 

Cordelia  Blotiom  never  batted  an  eydath  when 
this  topic  was  reached. 

"  RcaUy,  are  you  going? "  she  wondered,  m  a 
bored  sort  of  way. 

Mrs.  Fleecer  quickly  suppressed  the  spasm  of  pain 
Which  wnthed  to  appear  upon  her  exquisitely  con- 
trolled  features. 

"I  scarcely  know,"  she  carelessly  responded,  with 
a  suikuig  heart.  Cordelia  Blossom  did  not  want 
hertogol    "I  suppose  you  will  attend?" 

I  think  not/'  returned  Cordelia  with  a  smile, 
whereat  Mrs.  Fleecer,  who  remembered  that  she 
owed  her  social  recognition  entirely  to  the  powerful 
and  clever  Cordelia,  felt  her  heart  descend  another 
notch.    At  aU  previous  mayor's  balls  she  had  been 
endured,  and  snubbed,  as  the  wife  of  die  notorious 
political  boss,  and  this  was  to  have  been  her  first  biff 
function  smce  she  had  borne  the  seal  of  the  ele^ 
upon   her  brow.    Why   wasn't   Cordelia   going? 
There  •  so  much  gayety  planned  for  this  winter 
that  we  must  reallykeep  fresh  for  it,"  went  on  Cor- 
delia  brighdy     "What  delicious  macaroons,  Geor- 
gial    Where  do  you  get  them?" 

"Jemima  makes  them,"  boasted  Mrs.  Fleecer, 
pondermg    dosely    Mrs.     Blossom's    reason.     iJ 

wli^A  V?"'"*  '^?"^'*-     ^'o^o^cr,  there  was  the 

hint  that  she  was  to  be  included  in  Cordelia's  gayeties. 

1  U  get  her  recipe  for  you.    You're  quite  right 
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1  ne  Mrlyfonn«l  functions  tre  umiUy  .o  mIcv  mv- 
w.y,  Md  they  do  tike  lo  much  out  of  one."     ^     ^ 

delh?.*?eI^^L*'"'-'  «»*«*;  «l-tUf.ction  in  Cor- 
aeiit  ■  bwutifuUy  curvmg  eydtihe^ 

Anything  that  it  the  ttme  yetr  after  vear  i. 

pmg  a  thui  slice  of  lemon  in  her  tea.    "  Wh«^  nnl 
hM  the  sjme  duty  to  perform  so  oft;n  onTS^" 

^^?^,^»*y°"«?'«k?  An  invitation  listTTan 
oiEcjal  ftmcdon  require,  rare  and  delicate  judgment" 
The  haze  began  to  clear  from  Mrs.  neeccK  lu. 
•Uy  quite  lucid  mind,  and  shr  fdt  be"  n  ^'in";^ 
tlways  annoyed  her.  ''oggmess 

"  Doesn't  it,"  she  nonccmmittally  affreed  smilino 

•ubstantijl  Mrs.  Limber  in  combination,  but  making 

no  foolish  political  admissions.  "^  m««g 

Corddia  Blossom  stirred  her  tea  meditatively. 

l..r^"''*\^  *^^'"  '"«^«d  M"-  Fleecer.     "  ft 
has  come  to  be  a  sort  of  tradition." 

It  must  be  dreadfully  exciting  to  be  in  DoKtiM.»' 
commented  Mrs.  Blossom.     "I  wd  Zr^^t 
took  more  interest  in  su^  thi^s  ^  ^^'r 
found  the  dearest  little  miUiner  ju«  off  Grace  We 
She's  Frendi,  and  has  the  mo  t  exquisite  uS^    I 
must  take  you  down  sometime  for  a  2Siw» 
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Jim  Fleecer  squared  his  quite  visible  jaw  and 
scowled  at  "  Chunky  "  Dwyer,  who  wore  a  cigar  as 
!f  JJ.""*  P*'*  °^  ^"  original  countenance. 

We   need  a   shake-up,"   he   finally   declared. 
Look  at  diis  list.    Half  dead  ones  I " 
Dwyer  glanced  at  the  list  apologetically. 
'They're  part  of  the  organization,   Tim,"  he 
urged. 

"That's  what  I'm  telling  you,"  returned  Fleecer 
impatiently.  «  You'd  think  the  party  was  a  soldiers' 
home." 

"They  were  all  good  workers  once,"  persisted 
Dwyer. 

"Just  once,"  admitted  Fleecer.  "They  husded 
tiU  they  got  on  the  payroU,  and  they  think  it's  a  pen- 
sion. '  '^ 

"  I  don't  see  how  we're  going  to  get  rid  of  diem.'» 
puzzled  the  other. 

"  I  do,"  snapped  Fleecer.     "  I'm  going  to  split 

the  party.    You  just  pass  the  word  to  these  sleep. 

walkers  that  they're  going  to  wake  up  in  die  cold  " 

Dwyer  looked  most  uncomfortable.    He  drew  a  fat 

city  salary  himself.    He  had  drawn  it  for  years. 

You  don't  mean  a  regular  shake^ip,  Tim?"  he 

P'^*«J«<J-     "  Why,  you'd  cut  aU  our  diroats." 

.^  JSfy  ""**  ^°  ^  cut— yours  widi  the  rest,"  de- 
cided  Fleecer. 

"You'll    destroy    the    organization/'    pleaded 
Dwyer.  '^ 

"  A  fancy  guess,"  returned  Fleecer.     "  Then  I'll 
take  the  good  half  that's  left  and  buUd  a  better  one." 
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JJ^*«1  Dwyer  mo»n,faUy.    ••  jJt  co»e  ZTT^ 

"jf^  ?"■«<• '»  Wm  coldly, 
dead"       *"  '^"^'  "y»"'«  ««  of  it    To«'„ 
co.^"  wobbled  hi.  cigar  „pid,y  eo  the  other 

^"^iX'<^r.?«T^,'!?"-"«-ep.p^^ 

charged  ';;f-«,a^;SloSir''«i» 
*.  wd;  and  you  want  to  re^X  yJLZ 

opened  it  ^^    '       "  •"  "^'  '"  *«  *»'  «<I 
;;  Get  out!  "be  said  curtly. 

reached  a  lonir  arm  aft Jl  I'  ^f  ^*''  *"««'«<*. 

collar  and  A Tm tal'^"*'  ^^^^'^^  h-  ^F  the 

Ina  .S^°^  ^"^'  T  '**"?  ""ff '  "  he  observed  tam 
wg  the  man  round.     "  If  i  »-„*.  j  .„  owerved,  turn- 

couldn't  duck  quick  enough."  ^"""^  y°"'  ^^^ 
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Satisfied  with  this  simple  sUtement  of  facts,  he 
let  the  man  go,  and  returned  to  his  desk  widi  a 
thoughtfuUy  corrugated  brow.  He  drew  toward 
him  the  list  which  he  had  previously  consulted,  and 
with  the  grave  care  of  a  judge  pondered  over  each 
name.  He  was  still  at  this  when  the  telephone  bell 
rang,  and  if  any  of  his  hard-driven  aUies  or  serfs  had 
been  in  that  room  they  would  have  marveled  at  the 
change  in  his  voice,  as  he  answered: 
I'Why.heUo,  FriUs!" 

"  I  hope  you're  not  top  busy,  Jim,"  came  the  con- 
fident  voice  of  Mrs.  Fleecer. 

"  Nothing  on  my  mind  but  dinnertime,"  he  heart- 
Uy  assured  her.     "  What's  the  fuss?  " 

"  I'm  in  a  state  of  mind  about  my  black-pearl  neck- 
lace, Jim.  Would  it  compromise  you  in  any  way  if 
I  didn't  go  to  the  mayor's  ball  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  he  quickly  assured  her.  "  Lim- 
ber's  got  nothing  on  me." 

Then  don't  make  them  hurry  on  the  resetting  of 
the  necklace,  please,"  she  requested.  "  I'm  so  afraid 
they  might  spoil  it  if  they  rush  it." 

"  AU  right,  TumpeUy,"  he  agreed.  "  What's  the 
dispute  between  you  and  the  mayor's  ball?  " 

A  lot  of  us  aren't  going.    Mrs.  Blossom  won't  be 
there." 

"  Then  it's  In  bad,"  he  decided.  « If  that  litdc 
lady  don't  like  it  you're  smart  to  stick  away.  Why 
isn't  she  going? "  '  / 

Mrs.  Fleecer  laughed. 


The  People's  Choice  g^ 

vitcdl"  J""'  *h«  wasn't  in. 

her  you'd  fa  it."     "•""""«•    Of  coone  you  told 

pu::!!r---«--^^^^^^ 

"  nk  »»  ,       '    "*  ****  didn't  sav  it " 

better  than  ^  ^,,^00  the  acoim^n?  k-      .J  ?"?* 
fomation,  but  how  in  M.,_  i?.^      ™  *■'«  >  •»• 

thing.?    bid  th»  h"ve  .li'^  7"^'"  *•  *«« 
guage?  ^    *"  »  ""  °f  «»»I)oken  lan- 

nUm..n..«„,"„«^.^rii-Jodi».rP    j. 
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"  Hello,"  drawled  the  voice  of  the  mayor's  secre- 
tary, who  at  the  moment  had  both  feet  sprawled  on 
his  desk  and  was  resting  the  'phone  on  his  stomach. 

"  Limber  in?  "  demand'id  Fleecer. 

The  lanky  young  man's  feet  came  down  from  the 
desk  with  a  thump  and  he  laid  his  cigarette  on  the 
edge  of  a  city  book. 

"  He's  holding  an  important  conference  just  now, 
Mr.  Fleecf  r,"  he  explained,  "  but  I'll  get  him.'' 

The  thin  but  oily  voice  of  the  mayor  soothed  the 
ear  of  the  "  captain  "  in  r  yout  forty  seconds  more. 

"  Hello,  Jim  I  "  he  famSliarly  called.  "  What  can 
I  do  for  you?" 

"  Say,  why  didn't  my  friend  Colonel  Watterson 
Blossom  and  his  wife  get  their  invitation  to  the 
baU?" 

"  Good  gracious  I  "  exclaimed  the  shocked  mayor. 
"Haven't  they  received  it?  " 

"  No,  they  haven't  1 "  replied  Fleecer  sternly.  "  I 
want  you  to  fix  it  in  a  hurry  I  " 

"  Well,  of  course,  Mr.  Fleecer,  these  little  social 
affairs  are  entirely  out  of  my  hands,"  declared  the 
mayor,  beginning  to  be  frightened;  "but  I'll  see  my 
wife  about  it,  and  if  there  is  any  mistake  it  will  surely 
be  rectified." 

"  You  fix  it  I "  snapped  Fleecer. 


Mayor  Limber,  who  was  a  spruce  and  natty  elderly 
gentleman  addicted  to  the  cravats  of  a  college  youth, 
began  his  inquisition  with  the  soup. 
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"Evelyn."  he  observed,  « I  diilike  very  much  to 
dutres.  you  but  you  have  made  a  teriou.  e^r  " 

actacKed  the  loup  vigorously.    She  jutt  knew  tha» 
her  appetite  was  to  be  destroyed!  * 

prot«ted~""V^'''  '""^'  ""  *™'"  -h^  PJteously 

tell  m.  ni  .       7  r''  ~"*  '^^^^  *h«t  y^  don't 
tell  me  of  some  litde  mistake  IVe  made." 

1  ne  mayor  looked  pained     Hi»  »«.  -    •     1.  . 
™^,wholikedtobe^lit"etth^IaZ.l^^^^^^^ 

"  Thl  T''   *'  .  "^^««»ty»"   he   dryly   returned 

Why  didn't  you  send  Mr.  and  Mrs  Colonll  m^^' 

an  invitation  to  the  ball?  "  *'  ^^**^"' 

"  Why,  Harry  I  "  quivered  Mrs.  Limber     «  Hnw 

can  you  suppose  such  a  thingi    I  addr^Ve  Ue  So! 

ter.,  .„d  rang  for  El,ie  to  com.  .„d  "til  aI      I 
bad  IZ?^  ""'"  ™  "P  "O  "^  T«c.    I» 
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Mn.  Umbcr'i  countenance  underwent  tn  instant 
diange. 

"Jim  Fleecer  I"  •Se  repeated,  much  concerned. 
He  wat  their  Providence!  "I  wonder  if  that  en- 
velope could  have  slipped  back  in  my  desk,"  she 
naively  guessed.     "  I'll  go  right  up  and  see." 

She  returned  panting  and  bearing  the  missing  let- 
ter. 

"  I  know  just  how  it  happened,"  she  explained. 
"  It  must  have  slid  off  the  top  of  the  pile  and  down 
into  the  crack  of  my  desk,  while  I  rang  for  Elsie. 
I'll  write  Mrs.  Blossom  a  nice  little  letter.  She  must 
have  been  very  eager  about  this  invitation,  though,  to 
complain  to  Mrs.  Fleecer.  Won't  Mrs.  PikTune 
enjoy  that  I" 

Mr.  Limber  waited  thoughtfully  while  the  soup 
plates  were  removed. 

"Evelyn,  are  you  quite  sure  that  you  did  not 
suspect  such  an  accident  might  happen?"  he  de- 
manded. 

"  Harry !  "  wailed  Mrs.  Limber. 

At  about  the  same  time  Colonel  Watterson  Blos- 
som found  the  charming  Cordelia,  with  acute  specu- 
lation in  her  big  round  eyes,  studying  him  across  the 
snowy  dining  cloth. 

"  A  penny  for  your  thoughts,  my  dear,"  he  ven- 
tured. 

She  smiled  adorably,  and  the  Colonel  dwelt  upon 
her  rosy  round  lips  with  pleasure. 

"They're  worth  more  than  a  penny,  for  I  was 
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4i»ki«g  .bout  jfou,"  At  Lughrf.    "Witt    «,a 
4>n'tgoinmuchforpolitic».»  '^ 

den''!f'^Ar^!Tr^~''^  ••lightened  hi.  d«HU. 
atn.  If  the  twitch  he  gave  them  could  be  cdled  . 

« I  .  J^'      T''  ^"^"^  Cordeli.."  he  told  her 
p.'^r"  "*«■»  «!«««!•"  the  principle,  of  .^ 

WMtj  WM  thet  you  never  ««n  to  trite  «,  wiv^ 

m.J^^t.™'*""'  "••  *'*«*""'  •"«'  •«»"«d  f«  • 
"The  politician.  perKinJIy  are  not  alwan  v.™ 

to^t«  found.    You  really  AMi  r,^ (oT,^ 
never  ««„ed  very  ,^Z\  *«  ,P«.pc«.on  ha. 

'*'Thfaj^'5.-«'"^'^''»«™>^" 

That  office  i,  the  most  corrupt  of  aU."  he  told 
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her.  "  Supposed  to  be  the  choice  of  the  people,  It 
ii  reilly  a  gift  in  the  power  of  the  unscrupulous 
Fleecer  gang.** 

Mrs.  Blossom  dimpled  again.  The  Colonel 
beamed  on  her  in  positive  adoration. 

"  Mr.  Fleecer,  even  if  his  politics  are  not  the  same 
as  yours,  was  very  nice  to  us  in  our  City  Beautiful 
movement,**  she  suggested.  "Watt,  somehow  or 
other  I  have  a  feeling  that  Mr.  Fleecer  does  not  par- 
ticularly care  for  his  mayor.** 

The  Colonel  stared  at  her  in  perplexity. 

"  Why,  my  dear,  I  don't  believe  you  ever  met  Mr. 
Fleecer  but  once,"  he  puzzled,  "  and  I  am  quite  sure 
you  did  not  discuss  the  mayor  on  that  occasion.  Of 
course  you  have  become  quite  friendly  with  Mrs. 
Fleecer,  however,  and  she  may  have  given  you  some 
expression  of  her  husband's  opinions.** 

"Not  Georgia  Fleecer!**  replied  Mrs.  Blossom 
quickly.  "  Georgia  never  conunits  or  compromises 
herself.  I  like  her  very  much.  Watt,  do  you  know 
that  we  arc  not  invited  to  the  mayor's  ball  ?  " 

Colonel  Watterson  Blossom's  goatee  stuck  straight 
out. 

"  Impossible!  '*  he  gasped. 

"We  are  not  invited  to  the  mayor*s  ball!**  re- 
peated Cordelia  firmly.  "  This  is  Saturday  and  the 
ball  is  to  be  Monday  night.** 

"  Impossible!  "  again  exclaimed  the  Colonel,  un- 
able to  comprehend  this  calamity.  Why,  the  Vir- 
^nia  Blossoms  were  the  salt  of  the  earth  sodally, 
while  Cordelia  had  been  one  of  the  immaculate 
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"M«  li^  ^  ""*•  ^"'•"  Cordeli.  prot..„d. 

IS-.7.    ^      "'.""•  *"  •  '""«■■»"  which  ha. 
.tttTOd  to  «>ch  «,ci.I  iitiportMce  in  thi.  citj-Xuld 

R.,h,  ,»„.  „gh,...  ,,  ^,  J,^_^^, 

napkin  on  hii  lap  expettantly.    "  Now  fell  A™,  ^ 
bnng  »  A.  .joodl.  «„p.^  he  hJrttyt^.? 

;;  You  whati"  .he  ejaculated. 
«IlJTV*L''*^"!!'*^'*"'"*'""«ror'.baU.    I 

otrlh^TR  dV  *"" """ '"  •«  *«  "«  «« 

hya'S/"""  *'  '•"*«*  *«  laughed  half 
col""*  ^  ■"•*  •  •""""  I"  •*«<«  with  quick 

mil'/'jl  "'''•»'*•"  *«  "nfeased  contritely.     "T 
might  have  known  you'd  do  .omething  ,0  ple^«  me 

tte  I..t  thmg  ,n  du.  world  Mr^  Blo«om  wo^d  WMt 
now  would  be  that  invitation  I " 
"I'm    a    boneheadi"    diarged    Heecer.    "Of 
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coune  the  wouldn't  want  it  now.    She'tiorel"    He 
roic  end  started  for  the  library. 

"T?"'"  *^  ««•««  to  telephone  the  mayor 
again?  Mrfc  Fleecer  protected,  with  much  the  feel- 
ing of  standing  under  a  falling  house. 

"  Sure.  rU  teU  him  not  to  send  it.  Is  that  a 
break,  too?" 

"Juit  let  me  thinlc  a  minute,  Jim,"  pleaded 
Georgia,  placing  her  finger  tips  to  her  temples  and 
smiling  as  she  faced  her  problem.  "  Mrs.  Limber 
is  sure  to  say  that  Mrs.  Blonom  was  so  distressed  by 
not  being  invited  that  she  had  me  get  you  to  secure 
her  an  invitation.  Then  Cordelia  will  be  put  out 
with  me,  and  very  jusdy  so." 

Fleecer  stopped,  with  a  troubled  frown.  "  That's 
tough,"  he  said.  "Why,  I'd  lose  a  leg,  Boogies, 
rather  than  pass  any  pain  to  Mrs.  Blossom.  She 
put  you  where  you  are." 

Georgia  Fleecer  winced,  but  laughed. 

"She  truly  did,  Jim,"  she  confessed.  "Until 
she  became  my  social  sponsor  I  had  to  wait  But  let 
me  puzzle  this  out.  Cordelia  wouldn't  go  to  the 
ball  now.  I'm  not  going,  and  there  will  be  at  least 
twenty  others  who  will  be  quite  noticeably  missed. 
The  thing  to  do  is  to  stop  Mrs.  Limber  from  saying 
that  Cordelia  begged  through  us  for  an  invitation. 
If  you  can  do  that  I  don't  mifid  your  telephoning." 

"  Leave  it  to  me,"  he  urged,  glad  diat  now  he  had 
something  definite  to  go  on. 

"Hello,  Limber,"  he  presently  called  into  the 
'phone.    "  Say,  don't  send  that  invitation  to  Colonel 
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not  eome  to  my  wife  .nd  tell  her  thut  the  didn't  cet 
"  '»""•'•"-  •««•  if  I  he.,  th.t  At  did  tlT^t 
k.  ..^er  mey,,.,  b.U.    Get  eh.t?    AndT, 

I'm  <^! !  •«»*  of  go<Kl  onet  .tty  ,w.y.  beauM 

Uted  •i.iu'i?'   •«  P?*?*'^  *•  n,.yor.  Wghly  ,gi. 
rj^tT  wut  Zl  •'  '?'?'«  ">•  P-i"«  th.t  h"r 

Uble!  ""'"  '"^"  "''•  """'• "«'  ««"">«'»  «o  the 

m!1^'i.'"'"'"'.J'"'-  °»"  P*y»«  introduced 
Mrt  Limber  «,  that  the.  CI.r..  could  ineuZTte 
«d.nm  the  meyor',  b.11.  It  never  would  h!vfb7« 
•n  mebtution  worth  noting,  any  more  thw  M^ 

ootn  Of  tSem.    Mrt.  Blonom  beat  Mrs   Pikv»n. 
out  o  the  preaidency  of  the  exduaive  la^Sub  tS 

and  M„.  Lunber  think.  d,e  i.  doing  Mr.,  m^^ 
Jim  Fleecer  leaned  bade  and  laughed. 
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"  I  ought  to  come  home  oftencr  and  listen,"  he 
commented.  "I'd  learn  things.  I'd  like  to  be 
standing  round  when  Mrs.  Blossom  slices  off  the 
Limber  lady's  scalp." 

"  She'll  do  it,"  smiled  Georgia.  "  Why,  Jim,  do 
you  know  what  one  of  her  plans  Is?  She  wants  to 
run  Colonel  Blossom  for  mayor  I " 

To  her  surprise  her  husband  did  not  Ia\igh. 

"By  George,  that's  a  happy  thought  I"  he  an- 
nounced, with  the  relief  of  one  finding  a  sudden  solu- 
tion to  a  particularly  vexing  problem.  "  Say,  Taf- 
feta, you  slip  your  friend  Cordelia  Blossom  the  word 
to  run  the  Colonel  till  he's  out  of  breath.  I'll  have 
Dan  Dickson  call  on  him  to-morrow." 

*     *     * 

Dan  Dickson  was  a  pointed-nosed  man  with  a 
small  chin  and  small  eyes,  above  the  latter  of  which 
was  a  bushy  fringe  that  gave  him,  with  his  sharp- 
pointed  ears,  much  the  appearance  of  a  fox. 

He  climbed  the  rickety  stairs  of  the  decayed  and 
dusty  old  Powers  Building  in  the  furtive  fashion  of 
a  darky  about  to  rob  a  henroost.  He  tiptoed  swiftly 
to  Room  7.  He  listened  intently.  No  voices. 
He  tested  the  knob.  He  opened  the  door  and  ap- 
plied one  cold  eye  to  the  cradc. 

"  Well,  come  inl  "  shouted  Fleecer  exasperatedly. 

Mr.  Dickson  cdgv''  himself  into  the  room  and 
walked  over  to  the  bare  desk  with  the  soft-footed 
care  of  a  cat.  He  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  an  old 
wooden  chair,  which  Fleecer  pushed  out  for  him,  re- 
moved his  derby,  and  looked  into  it  with  the  concern 
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he  might  have  bestowed  had  it  been  filled  to  the  brim 
with  precious  and  priceless  secrets. 
„  Good  morning,"  he  confided. 
I  wnt  for  you  to  pass  you  some  pleasant  news  " 
observed  ncecer.     "  You  win  this  nL  eleln"  ' 

ing^lea?ed  "^  ''  '°""^'  '  P"'"'  ^^  »PP*"- 

"  It's  about  time,"  he  insinuated.     "  My  organ^ 
wbon  IS  so  starved  that  it  can't  lean  alone." 

«  hVirs'mil^"''^''^  *^'  °^P°"'*°"  «""«  ^"^"  ^»* 
"  You  didn't  pick  strong  ones  in  the  first  place  " 
he  retorted.  "  Now.  Dickson.  I'm  going  to  give  you 
a  chance  this  election,  but  you  needn'fthi^k  I'm  goC 
to  let  you  clinch  anything.  You  may  swing  thin^ 
for  just  one  term,  and  then  my  bunch  goes  in  again?^ 
With  some  distaste  he  watched  the  twinkle  of  Ipecu- 
It^ve  planmng  gather  at  the  comers  of  Dickson's 
eyes. 

Appose  you  want  to  keep  control  of  the  city 

«,a*lL**°"*  1,^°''  "^^  *  "'y  ^"^  "•"  d«icd  the 

guardban  of  his  pkrty.  «  Your  bunch  will  step  in  and 
~n  things  to  suit  themselves,  and  I'U  maSage  to 
wiggle  along  for  two  years  with  a  side  interest  in  a 
few  contracts  I  have." 

nilZ'''"J!!l'^'*^*  °P'"^  "  '^""^^  ^^  incredulous 

tion  which  amounted  almost  to  enthusiasm.    He  be- 
g»n  to  plan  wmiediately  the  apportiomnent  of  hi. 
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favors.  "The  boyt  will  throw  away  the  pnisttc 
add  to-night,"  he  granted. 

"  You'd  better  tell  lome  of  them  to  keep  it,"  ad- 
vised Fleecer  dryly.  "What  boys  do  you  mean? 
Give  me  a  list  of  the  live  members." 

Dickson  turned  his  hat  slowly  about  one-eighth  of 
the  way  round,  as  if  he  had  the  names  inscribed  in 
the  bell. 

"WeU,  to  begin  with,  there's  Tangus,"  he  an- 
nounced. "He's  for  treasurer.  He's  not  very 
strong,  but  the  party  owes  him  a  lot" 

"  It  owes  him  five  thousand  a  year  for  the  past 
ten  years,  and  about  eight  of  you  split  it  up,"  laughed 
Fleecer.  "  Tangus  is  after  the  honor,  and  he  gets 
it  so  far  as  I'm  concerned.  He's  exactly  the  kind 
of  a  fluff  who  will  queer  himself  with  the  public  be- 
fore half  his  term  is  out." 

"  Then  there's  Fizzer,"  went  on  Dickson,  enjoy- 
ing himself  with  great  secrecy.     "  He  wants  the  re- 

cordership.    He  has  lobbed  round  for ^" 

"Fizzer  gets  an  assistant  clerkship  some  place 
away  down  the  line,"  interrupted  Fleecer.  "It's 
only  because  I  want  to  let  you  have  your  own  way 
that  I  don't  hand  you  a  few  locomotor  ataxia  germs 
and  tell  you  to  slip  them  in  Fizzer's  beer.  I  have 
about  as  much  use  for  that  lollop  as  I  would  have  for 
a  rudder  on  a  rocking  chair.  For  city  recorder  you 
get  Mike  Fennessey." 

Dickson  looked  out  of  his  hat  with  a  jerk. 
^^  "Fenncssey's  no  rope  to  tie  to,"  he  objected. 
"  He  hasn't  the  strength  of  a  string  of  spaghetti. 
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he?"  ne$  in  your  party,  isn't 

"Yc8,  but— " 

Johnny  Beckman.""-     ^"  ^"^^  J"""  ««' 
radUtt""  ri.ift.d  „„..rily. ..  if  h.  ,.„  ,i^.„g  ,„  , 

Fleecer  turned  on  him  savagely, 
how  yo«  dM^  S!    7  •  ""  organization.    TT„f . 

toTrjoStei  :,sitSwt  ^s  r^^ 

to  queer  d.em..,„,  ^^  d.e  par^  Cd^yCS^ 
office  w,d  rtart  ttealing  the  paperweiahte     ruT! 

d«ro«*rny*s'*-  '•"«'-^-*»" : 

mr.  K,f  ofTi.  "^    "  '"'*'  "  PO"™'.  »  you  give 
me  a  Int  of  the  patient  worker,  whom  it  w<wld  £^ 

*C   C  ?,;  'r^*'  "'*'•  •»"  -'d  'him* 
way.     liicn  III  make  up  your  slate  for  you." 
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Together  the  two  leading  citizens  woriced;  and 
the  dictator  of  the  reigning  party  gave  to  the  boM  of 
the  unreined  party  a  complete  list  of  the  candi- 
dates whom  the  free-bom  American  people  would 
choose  at  the  next  election  to  be  their  representa* 
tives. 

Point  by  point  Dan  Dickson  gave  way,  trying  des* 
perately  to  carve  as  large  a  slice  of  the  melon  for 
himself  as  possible;  but  in  the  end  it  was  Fleecer  who 
had  made  the  real  selection  for  die  careful  and  cau- 
tious voters.  * 

"  For  mayor,  of  course,**  concluded  Dickson,  all 
the  important  offices  having  been  disposed  of, 
"Judge  Simon  Purdee  goes  on  the  ticket  He's 
made  speeches  for  us  for  twenty  years." 

"  Getting  to  make  the  speeches  is  reward  enough 
for  that  foghorn,"  returned  Fleecer.  "  Don't  you 
worry  about  your  mayor.  I  have  a  fine,  clean  old 
party  for  you,  without  a  flaw  in  his  record,  who  will 
be  too  much  of  a  statesman  to  know  what  the  poli- 
ticians under  him  are  doing.  It's  Colonel  Watter- 
son  Blossom." 

"Colonel  Watterson  Blossom?"  repeated  Didc- 
son  in  perplexity.  "Oh,  yes,  I  know  who  you 
mean !  He  hands  a  hundred  to  the  party  fund  every 
year,  and  thinks  he's  still  voting  for  Andrew  Jackson. 
Why,  that  old  guy  isn't  in  politics.  He  couldn't  in- 
fluence any  vote  but  the  Confederate  veterans,  and 
there's  only  six  in  the  city  1 " 

"  He's  fought  dujls  with  two  of  those,"  grinned 
Fleecer.    "  Just  the  same,  he's  your  candidate,  Dan. 
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You'd  better  go  right  out  and  tee  him.  but  don't  teU 

hun  I  sent  you,  or  it's  aU  off."  "n^eu 

"  It  may  be  a  good  choice  anyhow,"  mused  Dick- 

wn,  patiently  .umming  up  all  the  pros  and  cons  he 

aTe;a"tt«r°''''"    " '''^  ^U  ,.nr  ^. 

With  this  comforting  thought  m  mind,  D.n  Diet 

.on  went  out  to  «,  Colond  Watter,on  BIoMom.  X 

r.ce,«d  hun,  with  .  carefully  concealed  ^^ 

the  hbniry,  and  wondered  what  a  man  »  f„  ,el 

Tflfhr."''''^'""""  "^"^""""y  "»"'''•« 
"Colonel,"  began  Dan  Drdoon,  overcoming  hit 
own  reluctance  to  deal  with  one  „  far  removrfl-o^ 
«y  trace  of  practical  politic,  "  I  came  to  teU  yo^ 
«  ^.^ch  party  .ympathl«r,  that  the  party  U  m 

"  A  _"  hesitated  the  Colonel.     "  Oh,  ves  a  ore. 

*Zteen'l'\'?.t°";  7  '^"^  »  "^Hrastt'h^ 
T»r.  I*  *  ">'  ^"""^  *«»«y  «to  die  hands 
of  unscrupulous  and  unpatriotic  persons." 

res^nse  ""'^     *  wastebasket  for  a  suitable 

erJ  l^!.F^  ?*"  ^""  ^'^^'  ^  »"  **»«  °^<J-''"e  vot- 
crs,  to  stagger  its  own  way  home."  he  retorted-  "  to 

of  course  it  fell  into  bad  company.  If  ,ome  of  y^ 
and  make  a  fight,  we  can  come  back.  Just  now  we 
ing  campaign.    Will  you  take  a  chance  ?  " 
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"  I  do  not  quite  understand,"  puzzled  the  Colonel, 
glancing  up  at  the  stern-vitaged  portrait  of  his  great- 
grandfather, once  Vice-president  of  these  United 
States.  **  Do  you  mean  that  the  party  expects  me  to 
enter  politics  —  er — actively?  " 

"That's  the  thought,"  returned  Dan.  "We 
want  to  run  3rou  for  mayor." 

The  Colonel  unbuttoned  the  top  button  of  his 
Prince  Albert  and  fastened  it  again. 

"  Are  you  authorized  to  repressnt  the  party  b  diis 
demand?"  he  inquired,    i 

Dan  Dickson  eyed  the  wastebasket  accusingly 
while  he  swallowed  the  dry-as-dust  shadow  of  a  smile. 

"  We're  aU  for  you,"  he  distinctly  stated.  "  Of 
course  we  haven't  held  a  primary  yet,  but  all  that's 
necessary  is  for  us  two  to  agree." 

Jhe  Colonel  stiffened  instantly,  and  his  frown  was 
most  portentous. 

"  If  I  should  make  the  sacrifice  of  deserting  die 
comfort  of  private  life  for  the  unrest  of  a  public 
career,  and  if  I  should  gain  any  ascenuency  in  the 
councils  of  my  party,  I  shall  see  to  it  that  no  two  men 
diall  be  able  to  deride,  at  their  whim,  upon  any  mat- 
ter so  grave  as  the  dioice  of  the  head  of  a  ticket 
No  wonder  my  party  lies  bleeding,  sir !  " 

Mr.  Di'-kson  blinked  somberly  at  die  wastebasket. 

"Well,  you  see,  I'm  a  practical  politirian.  Col- 
onel," he  finally  choked  himself  enough  to  say.  "  I 
only  know  politics  the  way  it's  run,  and  not  die  way 
it's  doped  out.  I  know  this  much.  If  you  and  I  de- 
ride to  run  you  for  mayor,  I'm  the  man  who  can  hand 


The  People's  Choice  ^ 

you  the  nomination.    More  than  that,  if  we  oaii 
you  ^the  nomination,  you're  elected;  ind  Zt^l 

"  You  can't  tell  that,  no  matter  what  my  record  or 
pe«o„al  worth,"  objected  the  Colonel.  ^  ""' 

(rJ:l  T*  "°*'"  ■^'"^  D«n-     "  I  got  my  info 

Th.  r  f  *"  1*'*^'''*  ^"^  ™"*^<^y  A«  water." 
me  Colonel  rose  and  paced  the  librarv     H«. 

who  t.^t"  '^'  *''""  P«^«'*  o^  th  ^e^-unde 
who  had  been  a  supreme  court  judire  hTIu^a 
suddenly  and  faced  Mr.  Dickson.  ^^       "'  *^^ 

dared.  ?nM'  ^  v*  ^"^'^  *"  '^*^  ^^^  «>«"."  he  de- 
dared,  folding  h,s  arms;  "  but  I  do  obtain  that  ccp^ 

torn  «,rnipt  practices,  the  existence  of  wWch  I  have 

own  pirty.  Under  the  arcumwancej,  I  connder  !f 
my  duty  to  accept  thi.  nomination  a  X^tl 

Z^  "f  "j;"'*''""  «nd  example  on  Ae  aide  of 
X^'  'J  "^^  condition,  a,  I  ft,d  them:  tat  I 
^«*e  you  the  word  of  a  gentleman  to  ate  ZJt 
condition,  at  my  eariieat  op^nunityl  "  ^* 

*i»;^tdf«r:'rt«??r^^^^^ 
-rr^ittrht!''-'^-*-'^*"^'^'^^^^ 

«f "  ?u**?  ^'f  *"  "8*^*'"  h«  »"c«ed  with  a  braverv 
of  which  the  last  of  the  Blossoms  could  have  h.T„^ 

ftiggcet  puU  when  it  comes  to  a  showdown;  and  I've 
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Men  die  regultr  lyttem  bucked  up  agtinit  lome  hard 
Uyouts.    Thee  you'll  stand  for  die  nominadon?  " 

"  So  far  at  I  am  personally  concerned,  I  am  ready 
to  relinquish  my  privacy  for  die  good  of  my  party; 
but  there  u  still  one  other  important  interest  to  be 
considered."  He  rang  a  bell  and  waited  with  great 
solemnity.  A  sdff-necked  old  negro,  so  saturated 
with  rheumatism  that  he  creaked,  shuffled  into  the 
room. 

"  Wash,"  directed  die  Colonel,  "  you  will  present 
my  compliments  to  your  ihistress,  and  ask  if  it  will 
suit  her  convenience  to  have  me  consult  with  her  upon 
a  matter  of  importance." 

"  Yas,  suh,"  agreed  Wash,  with  a  duck  of  his  head 
which  necessitated  a  movement  from  the  ankles. 

The  Colonel  remained  silent,  gravely  surveying  the 
mournfully  apprehensive  Diduon,  undl  his  messen- 
ger returned. 

"  Mah  mistress*  compliments,  suh,  an*  she*s  comin* 
down  immediately,"  announced  Wash. 

There  was  the  swish  of  silken  garments  in  the 
hallway.  Wash  hastened  to  open  the  door.  Cor- 
delia Blossom,  clad  in  a  bewildering  housegown  with 
many  cherry  ribbons,  her  cheeks  growing,  her  round 
eyes  sparkling,  her  round  mouth  adorably  curved, 
her  brown  hair  waving,  stood  on  the  threshold  and 
glanced  inquiringly  at  Dan  Dickson.  The  Colonel 
hastened  to  place  her  a  chair.  Wash  brought  a  foot- 
stool.   \.'he  Colonel  gallandy  gave  her  his  hand. 

"My  dear,"  said  he,  "diis  is  Mr.  Dickson,  a 
leader  in  my  pdidcal  party.    Mr.  Dickson,  Mra 
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BJoMom."    He  aidited  the  peerles.  Corddit  to  her 
•e»t,  and  tomehow  the  heavy  heart  of  Dan  Diduon 

TvTr   "h^"         "'^  ".•°""  ••  '^'  «'«**^8.  we;* 
m.v«,     ?  '°"*  ^'^  °^*'  "•  **  nomination  for 

the  manner  m  which  it  is  done.  I  have  warned  Mr 
Diduon  that,  if  elected.  I  .haU  remove  my  pa^ 
from  one-man  rule.  I„  other  word.,  I  .m  coniider. 
ing  entering  upon  a  dishonorable  enterprise  m  order 

elv"!^y'  ''""°""'-  ^y  ^"''  "  y°"  know  I 
re  y  much  upon  your  sound  judgment  and  your  ddi- 

Jte!"'""  '^"  °'  ^^'^^^*  »'—  -<^-<i 

"  Why.  Watt.  I  think  it  is  simply  noble  of  you  I  " 
•he  exdaimed  with  beautiful  enthusiasm.  "How 
mt^l?*^'"^^'^  contribution  shaU  you  need.  Mr. 

Mr.  Diduon  studied  her  with  renewed  attention. 

"  J?",.*"  r""»"y  interesting  woman  I 
ni;.,r    kI-      u*  T  *!fo«"nd.  to  begin  with."  he  re- 
phed,  rubbing  his  hands  softly  togedier. 

A.  ,.°*°"**"**^"«»»P«d  the  Colonel  "Sir.  I 
do  not  mtend  to  buy  my  way  into  office.  If  I  am  not 
to  be  elected  as  the  fuU  and  free  dioice  of  the  p^pl^ 
convmong  them  that  I  am  a  man  of  integrity  wd 

resentative.  if  I  camiot  so  present  the  sterling  p^ 
aple.  of  my  party  as  to  convince  my  fellowitizens 
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that  their  wdfare  it  Mfett  under  the  wing  of  tht 
grand  old  orgenlution  which  aMiited  at  the  very 
formation  of  this  republic,  then,  lir,  I  decline  to  perw 
mit  my  name  to  be  dragged  in  the  mire  of  political 
chicanery  —  and  thb  it  final  I  *' 

"  Betidet,"  added  Cordelia,  warmly  teconding  her 
hutband*t  creditable  tentimentt,  "  the  amount  it  too 
much.  I  have  it  on  excellent  authority  that  Judge 
Ftardee't  kit  campaign  only  cott  him  three  thoutand, 
and  that  young  Mr.  Ferron*t,  which  wu  unutually 
thowy,  only  cott  hit  father  teven  thoutand  all  told. 
Of  courte,  Watt,  there  art  many  expentet —  adveiw 
dting  and  bandt  and  whatever  dte  they  tpend  money 
for;  but  ten  thoutand  it  entirely  too  much,  etpedaUy 
tince  Mr.  Dickton  intimatet  that  thit  it '  only  to  ttart 
with.*  Don't  you  think  you  could  manage  it  for  five 
thoutand,  Mr.  Dickton?  " 

"We*re  going  to  win  thit  one,  Mrt.  Bbttom,** 
Dan  carefully  reminded  her.  "  Thote  other  cam* 
paignt  we  didn't  have  a  chance,  and  we  knew  it,  to 
we  kept  expentet  down ;  but  thit  it  di£Ferent  If  the 
Colonel  comet  acrott  we  can  abtolutely  guarantee 
him  to  win." 

Mrt.  Blottom  ti^ed  retignedly. 

"Then  I  tuppote  we'll  have  to  give  it  to  him. 
Watt — in  the  interettt  of  future  party  purity,  ywi 
know.  But  I'd  only  give  him  five  dioutand  to  begin 
with  and  watch  where  it  goet." 

The  Colonel  pondered  the  matter  deeply,  gazing 
into  the  handtome  eyet  of  Cordelia  at  he  did  to. 

"You  are  right,  my  dear,"  he  ultimately  con- 
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JjMeA  ••  I  agreed  to  accept  conditioiis  at  I  found 
ttem  in  order  to  (ain  control  of  them  and  chanot 
tbrai.  It  Will  be  worth  much  to  my  feUow^tif ene 
•nd  to  my  party  to  throw  out  of  ofice  the  corrupt 
Fleecer  gang  I**  ^^ 


VUI 
The  Campaign 

Tm  ampaign  began  In  thii  manner:    On 

/ri«.H^**'^!?*  « '^'"^  ^^^-^  •«^«^«d  ^^r  dear 
fnend.  Georgia  Fleecer,  to  help  her  buy  lome  lace 

jmd  at  one  o'clock  they  ^.d  luncheon  in  TJ^ei 

ldLrj^*;'u*.^'"*^-  '*™  not  until  the 
ladiet  had  ordered  their  lalad  and  had  ditcuNed 
«tj,y  matter,  that  M«.  BloMom  Mid  quite  ing«^ 

wg  hit  of  new^  You'd  never  believe  it.  but  ^e 
Colonel  ha.  decided  to  enter  politic  1 »  '*"*"'• 
Bn-Jn  "^"^^'d  Mr..  Fleecer  mudi  wr. 

SfTllt^.rT"^'^"'^-  "StUlit'.not.omuch 
nJfi^TT        "*  ••*"•  «*^*y  ""^^  o~  o^  the  dig. 

dn«.  K^^T  ''"  f**  '"  *^*  P^*y»-  What  ofli^ 
doe.  he  mtend  to  go  in  for?  " 

"  He  ha.  decided  to  announce  himself  a.  a  candi- 
I  don  t  quite  under.tand  the  in.  and  out.  of  it  aU 

wi^in'Tn  v"'  ''^l^t"'^ "  "°*  ^"'*«  •«»««<>  with 
ccrtam  condition,  he  ha.  found  in  his  party  — of 

course.  Georgi.,  thi,  i.  confidential  -  and  feels  1 
t^^'w^'^^-    ^-^--'yconten! 
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lot  my  •otti  of  honor  "  k*.-^.     j 

"%  Hmi  Mn.  n^'  ..''S^  ««« •»*>»•• 

known."  *''"*•  '»«»™  of  iMkii«  It 

Jt  ''^  '«*'««»  •  -"omcnt  WW.  .  ™.^, 

"ijfcC  iSl*D^Tl  ~"'"  "••.•"'^  to  the  M  to. 

"T  b«t  p^pirc  ta^  ^T"  -T  ""•"«  «fc« 

terewedl'f^     ^*"°'-    '^wouldbewl^ 
vice.  "^  «•  ««  Mccpted  Jim  fleecer',  ad. 

«»» with  i„  mmZ..  M*tS;  •'^'r^  "^ 

?»««*.    "  I'm  ««^Uf^v^''-f;;'f^««  coxy 

{"t, .  minute  to  ,peA  to  mS.  Pi     ''  '  ™?  ""X 
Dn*«. won't »ou?    liL,,.":": ""T"  *'«'  ""• 

wtohcrplttc.  *°°*  "*  ««2ed  demurdy 

I,.1V"^*  •"*  «°^  n«^  for  you  "  Mr.  nt 
nappUy  stated  at  she  irwi^-Ji  *u    ,   ,.    "*  ^^OMom 

had  selected.    "  Mr  Tri^!l!?  *'  "^'^  ^»><>™ -he 
Mr.  Tnpper  promisea  to  let  us  havei 
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his  vacant  store,  all  next  week,  rent-free.  And  be- 
sides he  will  donate  the  water  and  electricity." 

"How  very  generous  I"  delightedly  ezdaimed 
Mrs.  Plosson,  who  was  a  thin-nosed  lady  with  a  per- 
sistently sweet  pucker  of  the  Hps.  "  I  have  never 
quite  believed  the  dreadful  stories  I  have  heard  about 
Mr.  Tripper,  and  this  proves  it!  Now  we  can  go 
right  ahead." 

"  I  suppose  well  meet  you  at  the  mayor*s  ball  to- 
night?" suggested  the  large  and  awkward  Mrs. 
Drake,  who  thought  of  herself  always  as  statuesque. 
She  had  heard  a  rumor  that  Mrs.  Blossom  was  not 
going  I 

"  I'm  so  sorry  that  it  will  be  impossible,"  regretted 
Cordelia  with  pain  in  her  tone.  "  Unfortunately  I 
am  giving  a  theater  party  to-nig^t.  However,"  and 
she  laughed,  "  I  shall  surely  attend  next  year,  when  I 
hope  to  be  hostess." 

The  effect  on  Mrs.  Plosson  was  as  if  some  one  had 
said  "  Booh  1"  in  her  ear. 

"You  —  you  don't  mean  that  Colonel  Blos- 
som—" 

"  The  Colonel  is,"  replied  Cordelia.  "  His  party 
needs  him  in  the  mayor's  chair,  he  says,  and  of 
course  I'm  already  campaigning  for  him,  although  he 
has  as  yet  made  no  formal  announcement.  Maybe 
I'm  betraying  his  secret,  so  this  is  confidential,  I 
guess.     But  isn't  it  fun  t" 

"  It's  delicious,"  agreed  Mrs.  Drake  with  a  won- 
dering glance  at  Mrs.  Plosson.  "  Does  Mr.  Limber 
mtend  to  retire?" 
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r  *7r*"^  1 1°"'*  ^°^  "  *"»«  «*>o«  it,"  confcMcd 

SiS  f^A  r  ^^"*^"  *"  ^'  °^  ^'^^  <>PPO"*» 
««~  S  u  I  ™  "°*  «°'"8  ^^^o  find  out  much 
more  fjan  that  because  it'.  aU  so  confusing.     Oh  T 

-early  forgot.  Mrs.  Plosson.  Mr.  Tripper  .ay^A.; 
Aere  are  a  lot  of  old  sample  table,  in  Ae  grUerfo^ 

«,n  h!!'lt  •^*^^?«  •"'P""."  responded  Mrs.  Ho.. 
wUk^T^^'       V^^»y«  <«d  .ay  that  a  reputedly 

"Oh  /"^S' r  r^.^"  "^'^  y°"  «»ything." 

Oh,  I  didn't  ask  him,"  responded  Mii  Bios- 
^m  sweetly.  «  The  Colonel  saw  Mr.  Tripper  for 
me  Ill8ceyouatthe.toreon'n,ur«lay.  Be.ure 
to  have  the  ret  of  the  committee  therl"  and  .he 
.ailed  back  .erenely  to  Mr..  Reecer. 

wiAa^ierL^Thrl^r*  °."^  ^'^'^  '°™«> 
Th?„  i  I  ?  .**y  ^^^^  ^°™'d  alternately. 
Then  they  leaned  forward  .imultaneou.ly  and  rl 

ofl^er^tof''-"'^^"    Atnoin.tantdidthechi: 

mr3!'^*K'**''u*\**  "*y°'**  ^*"  Mr..  Limber 

of  the  HoteTr*';^  ^'^  ""^"^  *"^  '^^P*^°"  "<>'-• 
Of  the  Hotel  Odder,  wearing  a  set  «nile  and  a  snaw. 

Hubbard  and  Mr..  Carm  and  Mrs.  Hazel  and  Mr. 
Tnjman  and  a  .core  of  other,  whose  absence  made 
ttwlf  as  keenly  felt  as  the  loss  of  half  the  pattern  in  « 
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beaded  bodice?  Could  it  be  true,  diit  dreadful  thing 
the  had  heard,  that  Cordelia  Blossom  had  prevailed 
upon  a  lot  of  the  very  best  people  to  stay  away? 
There  seemed  to  be  much  talking  in  comers,  too, 
and  she  thought  that  she  detected  a  shade  of  aloof- 
ness toward  herself.  Of  course,  however,  that  was 
an  absurd  fancy  due  to  her  troubled  state  of  mind. 
Mayor  Limber  sought  her  out  at  about  nine  o'clock, 
and  he,  too,  wore  a  smile  which  concealed  a  troubled 
mind. 

'•Have  you  seen  Fleecer?"  he  wanted  to  know. 

"  No,  nor  Mrs.  Fleecer,"  confessed  his  wife,  and 
a  flush  of  something  besides  worry  began  to  glow  on 
her  expansive  cheeks.  "  Harry,  have  you  offended 
him?" 

"Me?"  he  jerked.  "Evelyn,  you're  trying  to 
get  out  of  this  as  usual.  You  are  the  one  who 
started  the  trouble  with  your  purposely  mislaid  in- 
vitation. You  know  that  Mrs.  Blossom  and  Mrs. 
Fleecer  are  dose  friends." 
„  ".What  has  that  to  do  with  politics?  "  she  retorted. 

Didn't  I  go  everywhere  with  Mrs.  Purdee  while 
the  judge  was  running  against  you,  and  didn't  every- 
body say  how  sweet  it  was?  " 

He  glared  at  her  in  almost  speechless  indignation. 

"Didn't  I  make  you  do  it?"  he  demanded. 

Look  here,  Evelyn,  I  — ." 

"Harry,  if  you  make  me  cry  right  now  I'll  — 

Her  lower  chin  began  to  quiver  and  her  broad 
bosom  to  heave  ominously.    Mayor  Lunber  fled. 
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Ho™,«..  h.  ™  ^.igh,  i„^  ^^  ^^  ^^  ^^ 

a,!' sT..^'"'?^  "P  for  a  minute  to  be  offidaUv  on 

P-y  on  to-nigh,  J„  -lLr.X^n't 

Itf«%i'!^  I*""'  *•''  '»'  *«  «"«"!««."  cooed 
ASain  promise  to  be  so  thick  and  /ur  AjT^  . 

*«'  '«  *»k  0'  ""king  the  round.  o^rot.rt« 
How  be.„„fuUy  the  ballroom  i.  decorateA-  "^ 
Mn.  Fleecer  found  time  to  flutter  about  in  A. 
re«pt.o«  room,  and  to  chat  in  pJLT^  Talf  . 
dozen  of  the  ladie,.  whUe  her  hu,b^d  *ch«~5 
«^*ng.  and  quiet  go«ip  with  the  men.  Ij^J 
L^ber  an„oudy  waited  a,  opportunity  to  caft 

^  we  got  tfX  on^^c::^'/J™'s:2.^r 
boj,  are  anxiou.  about  the  .late.'^*^    Some  of  the 

tne  lame  old  crowd     In  f«,»  .i.-  .  * 

1  want  .IlTi,     ij         .    ^  ""  I""'  '"  ParticuUr 
1  want  aU  the  old  regular,  in  the  rurniin/  Wh.V 

"nS-  r'"  "-fi  *'  ticket  X"Se."™^"' 
brighten  S.occsi,^.'^  """  '*"'  «"'  •""  ""P 


no 
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"No  chtnce,"  asserted  Fleecer  quickly.  «It'i 
•ome  party  down  at  the  theater.  AU  twelve  boxes 
o««pied  and  something  like  forty^ight  pairs  of 
white  gloves  in  plam  sight.    What  do  you  think  of 

^^^^^T  "^  ^"«"  ™'*  *« 

Mrs.  Clara  Rkyune,  accompanied  by  her  husband, 
who  need  not  be  described  because  nobody  cares  how 
Aat  noncntjty  looked,  came  up  to  Mrs.  Limber  with 
*n  espeaaUy  fngid  smi  e.  She  was  a  severe  old 
woman  who  had  cracked  a  merciless  social  whip  untU 
Cordcha  Blossom  had  become  President  of  the  Isis 
Uub.  and  the  cxerdse  of  stem  mastery  had  put  three 
•haip  creases  in  each  wrinkled  cheek,  three  on  her 
leathery  neck,  three  in  her  narrow  brow  and  diricc 
three  m  her  disposition. 

•If if  f^"'?  *"  '  '^•^  ^*^«  *o  >>>d  you  good 
night,  she  observed,  offering  a  bony  wedge  of  a 
hand  to  be  touched.  "Claymore,  look  after  my 
wraps,  please."  ^ 

The  undcscribed  husband  of  Mrs.  Clara  Rkyunc 
dissolved  from  view. 

K  " ^S"^*' "««  8o««  *o  soon?"  gasped  Mra.  Lim- 
ber       Why.  the  gayety  has  not  yet  begun." 

•  It  won't."  unexpectedly  snapped  Mrs.  Fikyune. 
who  was  given  to  plain  speech.  "  Mrs.  Limber,  thii 
IS  your  last  ball.  I  would  not  believe  aU  the 
rumors  I  heard,  and  I  just  came  to  see.  They're 
true,  and  I  m  going  home— conspicuously  I " 

Wnat  rumors?" 
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blamed  f„  .' fi:^^?^^^'  "^f  ^f  "j 
aranmtance.  ,Vou  out  th.t  --  i  "*'?<'«"  br  Ac 
I  would  omit^-t    ll.?"*  '  '*  "■"  y^'^  "•be' 

"•A  being  .cCd  oTlT     "  °"*.'"  P'""" 
"No  matter  how  m„l  r     -T  rP*"^'"»"«  "'>• 

.^  m„-.-„j  4T.cf i^c:if j'S' *:."rt 

to  descend  to  «ch  petty  revenee     Mrf  I  •  T  "^ 
«"not  afford  to  a..„S.e  ;^3f  Mu^     V™  fc" 
"med  the  nccess  of  the  tocial  triumnh^  ..^     ''^''* 
yo.  „d  I  withdraw  my  T^^^T^  '  ''"*  "^  '» 

Limb!*  "■l"t^7J,t''"  ^'  r"""  E'"^ 
envelope-"        ^        •d*e.8cd  and  stamped  the 

%    "  Y?»3rL^L    u'"'  countenance  contni«. 

compeUedtogivfherAec^cS^tJh-"^-    '  "»     - 
f»l  woman.    Do  y«^ow  .h       »?*  '  """""*■ 
Fle«»r  are  to-night™.  ^'"  '^'•-  '"''  "r,. 

*«  twenty  od.er  ^l^'^XTo!^' C^^ 


ill 


I 

!l  1 


■Ml 


i 


iia 


Cordelia  Bloisom 


here.  They  all  of  them  accepted  your  invitationi, 
10  they'll  drop  up  here  in  a  body  after  the  theater, 
on  their  way  to  supper,  to  tell  you  they've  had  a 
lovely  evening  at  your  party  —  which  it  the  most 
deadly  insult  ever  devised.  They  won't  find  me 
here.    I'm  going  home." 

"Please  don't  I"  begged  Mrs.  Limber,  panic- 
stricken.  "  I  don't  know  what  to  do  without  you. 
Help  me  just  this  once." 

"  There  ^ill  not  be  any  other  time,"  coldly  as- 
serted the  inexorable  Mrs.  Pikyune.  "I'm  going 
home  before  the  giggling  begins.  Why,  you  don't 
even  know  what  all  the  mad  gossip  is  about!  " 
.  "  No  I  Is  there  ?  "  frantically  rejoined  Mrs.  Lim- 
ber.    "  Please  teU  me." 

"  Why,  they're  talking  of  nothing  else.  The  first 
announcement  has  been  made  at  your  own  party. 
Cordelia  Blossom  says  that  she  is  to  be  hostess  at  the 
next  mayor's  ball  —  and  she  will  be  I    Good-bye  I " 

4>       *       * 

The  open  season  for  caricatures  and  tordilight 
processiona  drew  merrily  on.  Mayor  Limber  came 
forward  and,  supported  by  the  unanimous  choice  of 
the  leaders  of  his  party  in  primaries  assembled,  an- 
nounced  himself  as  a  candidate  for  f e-election,  point- 
ing to  his  long  and  satisfactory  service,  his  clean 
record  and  the  platform  he  had  the  honor  to  rep- 
resent. 

Colonel  Watterson  Blossom  threw  down  a  gaunt- 
let of  proud  defiance  to  the  iniquitous  Jim  Fleecer 
gang,  and  pledged  hunself,  if  elected,  to  give  the 
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poljric.  of  the  beloved  city  of  hi.  adoption  nich  a 
Thoma.  Mc«on.    Not  for  him  the  turgid  .?ea» 

corruphon  by  d,c  unscrupulou.  party  reprewSed  bv 

K-Tr  *°°  •  ^'  P'"'"^  '""'^beS  o^hToffice  to 
which  he  a.plredl  No,  by  the  memory  of  ^2^ 
Jaduon,  no  I  For  him  the  clean,  pure  path.^  ™S^ 
he  ,H,hcy  wherein  die  rich  and  the  poor^IdX^ 

f^%  '"t"°  ^?^°'*  '^  ^'  ^"«^t  or  .old  «c«t 
for  the  golden  coin  of  abstract  rightl  With  hi.^a?d 
.m  the  bo«,m  of  his  Prince  Albert  and  hi.  grri"r 
tos.mg  to  the  breeze,  he  .tood  ready  to  meS.  h,  dl 
bate  or  m  perwnal  encounter.  Mayor  Limbr-  or  any 
champion  .electeu  by  hi.  unprincipled  opponent^ba"! 

r^rd  /  ?'  T?"°'"  J'"  ^^'"''  X.e  proved 
record  rendered  him  unfit  to  cro«.  .word.,  of  ar^ 
ment  or  of  .teel.  with  a  gentleman.       ^         ^ 
Cheered  by  thi.  able  and  interctina  proclamation 

«  pohtio,  which  for  year,  had  been  con.idered  Z 
automatic    certainty.    The    cirdinff    eHHI*.^ 
reached  old  Wa.h^t  die  edgf  ^f^is^tS  ^" 
and  he  came  to  the  Colonel  diffidently.  ^^ 

"  but  rd7.r/''^K"'  ^"""'^'  •"^'"  ^«  ^««»"  tiniidly; 

ef  AhLJ       °  ^*^'..^°  P^"^^'^  y°  ^o»n  git  mad 
et  Ail  Ask  yo  .omcpin."  " 

.h"  r°f**  J*'*?':  not  a»fc  it,  then,  Wa.h,"  adviwd 
the^  Colonel  with  a  .mile.     « I.  it  vei^  ^.^^ 

"Well,  .uh,"  replied  Wa.h,  raising  a  .tiff  elbow 
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•nd  paning  his  leathery  ear  with  stiff  fingers,  "it't 
ft  mattah  tfaa't  powful  dose  to  yo  ole  Wash." 

"  AU  right,  then,  out  with  it,"  mvited  the  Colonel. 

"  Yat,  luh,"  replied  WaA,  stiU  pulling  hU  ear  in 
hesitating  perplexity.  "  Hu  Ah  got  yo  promise  not 
to  git  mad?  ** 

."Certainly,  Wash,"  laughed  the  Colonel. 
Thank  yo,  suh,"  responded  Wash,  his  hesitation 
instantly  gone.    "You  know,  Cunnel,  suh,  that  yo 
politics  an»  mine  ain't  the  same." 

"Politics!"  snorted  the  Colonel.  "Why,  you 
confounded  old  dried  wahiut,  a  nigger  hasn't  any 
politics  I    Now,  Wash,  if  you  try  to  start—" 

"Hole  on,  suh;  hole  on  I "  warned  Wash  widi  a 

grm.    "  Ah  done  got  yo  promise,  Cunnel,  an'  Ahm 

safe  as  a  mink  in  a  creek.    Now,  Cunnel,  yo-all 

neweh  did  lemme  vote  in  all  mah  lift,  but  dis  heyeh 

tarn  Ah  done  wan'  to  cast  mah  fiis'  ballot  fob  de  ole 

Cunnel.    Yo  daddy  done  lef  the  house  sehvants 

vote  fob  him  afteh  the  wah,  an'  Ah  reckon—" 

The  Colonel  regarded  Wash  with  an  affectionate 
eye. 

"  Why,  bless  your  old  ebony  hide,  of  course  you 
may  vote  for  me  I  "  he  granted.  "  One  vote  can't 
hurt,  and  I  reckon  I  sort  of  owe  it  to  you." 

"Thai*  yo,  suh,  thanky,"  accepted  Wash,  a-swim 
with  gratitude.  "  Cunnel,  when  Ah  heard  yo  mek 
that  speech  from  yo  front  poach  to  the  Young  Men's 
Blossom  Club  las'  night,  Ah  wah  jes  plum  boun'  to 
vote  for  oub  f ambly,  lak  mah  daddy  done  did.  Ahm 
so  proud  o'  oub  fambly,  Cunnel " 
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many  f^        ™  °'  "^  »•'«•  «»d  the  trc«J  o< 

•tnight  out.  "^^  ■"•  «>"'>'»  w  »pnuig 

JWh.t  .r.  you  nijg^  4,i^  h,„,.,  ^^  ^ 

coIoJ.dXn;.^?!""'--'™"!:-.'"'  "lied  ",h. 
Oub" CoIo„^,"dt'.v?^'  /"iT  '^•««"« 

•  Airt  with  red  „3If!'„d°!r'*i«"J' "!"»<' 
facing  the  Colonel  Mdl,,!^/'-  .."'  '""^  •"" 

•f  A.  free-bo™  tZTZ^ft^T' 
"«rt  our  aDegiance— "  "*""  »'  *>•  "tjr  to 

"IWd'^nllKl"?'"'''!:  *'  Colon.,. 
vote,  „d  1  .ti*  to"  l/ '  "'**^?"  "»  "ght  to 
are  not  o«  my  I,^1„  i,/™  ?'°"^''»  ""*  «». 

Wajh.  bring  n,e  m^J  ^V"       "'  '°  ""^  "•     «tl 
The  Thoma.  Jeff.^,  Marching  Qub  wm  ,Uent 
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from  Colonel  Wittenon  BloHom't  lawn  in  fir  1cm 
thtr  the  specified  time,  and  Cordelia  BloMom,  filled 
with  apprehension,  was  already  telephoning  for  an 
appointment  with  Georgia  Fleecer.  Incidentally  she 
mentioned,  quite  humorously,  the  Colonel's  treat- 
ment of  his  callers.  It  wm  too  good  a  joke  to  keep, 
she  naively  and  anxiously  suggested. 

Jim  Fleecer  laughed  when  he  heard  the  news  that 
night.  "Isn't  he  the  fussy  old  party  I"  he  com- 
mented. "  Why,  Tumpelly,  if  Colonel  Blossom  ever 
gets  to  heaven  and  finds  Abraham  Lincobi  there  he'll 
go  right  down  to  the  other  place.  The  only  way  I 
see  to  elect  him  is  to  keep  him  out  of  town.  There's 
five  thousand  colored  voters  here  and  they  never 
skip  an  election." 

"Honestly,  Jim,  I'm  sorry  I  dragged  you  into 
this,"  his  wife  contritely  confessed.  "  I'm  afraid  it's 
going  to  make  you  a  tremendous  lot  of  trouble." 

"  I'm  having  a  lovely  party,"  he  grinned.  "  We'll 
stick  to  the  woman  who  put  you  in  right,  and  we'll 
elect  the  Colonel  in  spite  of  himself." 

"  But  what  is  he  to  do  about  the  colored  vote?  " 
worried  Mrs.  Fleecer.  "Cordelia  will  want  to 
know  m  die  morning." 

"  She  must  pat  him  on  the  brow  and  tell  him  to 
make  it  strong,"  he  advised.  "  There's  enough  race 
prejudice  in  any  town  to  elect  a  man  on  a  lily-white 
ticket,  if  he  is  troublesome  enough  about  it;  and  I'm 
betting  that  the  Colonel  is." 

"  I  don't  like  him,"  suddenly  decided  Mrs.  Fleecer. 
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"  I  WMt  him  to  know  that  it  it  you  who  are  helping 

lln.  S*  "^  '^.^^^^^  thing,  .bout  you."*^^ 
Jun  Fleecer  only  laughed. 

"  5  r     .n  ««"'^«»*"  "  h«  claim,  to  hie." 
But  you  U  get  to  little  thank,  for  your  work. 
Jmi,"  his  wife  per.i.ted.  ^  ** 

.n  Ja  *  TT"'  ***  "«"'*^«^  *»«'  ^»th  a  mu.in8  imile 
BowknT^       ^"'''  '?  P*"5r  on  the  level  with  you. 

nel  •  he  pmg  me  better  than  if  he  were  on  .alary 
Take  th..  organization,  for  in.tance;  IVe  been  tr^ii 

!  li  T  ^  ";"P  ^"  ^'^  P«rty  "P  the  back  until 
It  bleed,  to  death,  and  by  the  time  he  get.  AroTah 
h..  term  of  office.  VU  have  buUt  up  tr.3ert 

mr;:tyT "  '^  '^^  -'^^^  -enrs 

Georgia  Fleecer  pouted. 

"vtr.     1  *".'?  '  ""  "  ^«'«'«  "  *«  Colonel." 

di^-'^r-sr^cU'to^r;:;;^^^^^^^^^^ 

"  Really,  I  am  compelled  to  admire  his  sturdy  ad- 
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heraKe  to  hit  prindplet/'  the  itated  with  a  littla 
laugh.  "  However,  the  fact  can't  be  denied  that  he 
hat  lort  a  lot  of  perfecdy  good  rotet  by  it"  She 
waited  anxioutly. 

"  He  may  pottibly  gain  more  than  he  lotet,"  re- 
turned Mrt.  Fleecer,  pouring  the  tea.  "  Naturally 
I  don't  know  anything  about  tucfa  thingt,  but  it  teemt 
to  me  diat  hit  only  courte,  under  die  drcumitancet, 
would  be  to  become  even  more  emphatic,  and  attract 
the  votet  of  aU  the  whtte  people  who  have  violent 
race  prejudicet." 

Mrt.  Blottom  did  not  breathe  an  audible  tigh  of 
relief.    She  merely  nibbled  an  abnond. 

"  That  toundt  to  very  plautible  that  I  mutt  tett 
Watt  about  it,"  the  tmiled.  "  To  be  rare,  I  take 
a  tremendout  interett  in  hit  campaign,  and,  being  a 
wom«n,  I  jutt  at  naturaUy,  I  wpp^  .ttich  an  un- 
due  importance  to  triflet.  The  Colonel  did  another 
of  hit  impultive  thingt  thit  morning  — ttood  right 
up  for  hit  prindplei  in  that  adorable,  uncompromit- 
ingly  honett  way  of  hit,  you  know  — «nd  I've  been 
•Illy  enough  to  worry  about  it  ever  tincc." 

Mrt.  Fleecer  ttudied  the  tmUing  Cordelia  for  an 
apprehensive  tecond  and  patted  the  peanut  tend- 
wichet. 

"Somediing  connected  with  hit  campaign?"  the 
suggested,  and  tettling  heavily  upon  her  the  felt  diat 
dead  load  which  comet  from  previoutly  underetti- 
mated  responsibility. 

"I  suppoie  to,"  returned  Cordelia.  " A  commit- 
tee from  the  Federation  of  United  Workmen  caUed 
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on  him  this  morning  md  aiked  him  what  he  intended 
to  do,  if  elected,  tbout  unioniting  the  city  labor 
cMrtmentfc'     She    laughed    a    triHe    nervoudy. 
rue  Colonel  told  them  that  he  never  had  believed 
in  unioniim  any  more  than  he  had  in  any  other  com- 
bination in  restraint  of  competition,  and  that  he  never 
would  believe  in  it.". 
"The    labor    vote!"    gasped    Mrs.    Reecer. 
Could  you  call  me  up  after  dinner,  Cordelia?  " 
Nearly  every  day,  and  sometimes  twice  a  day, 
Mrs.  Blossom  and  Mrs.  Fleecer  met  and  talked  about 
frocb  and  millinery  and  cooking  recipes  and  dub 
matters  — and  politics  — and  nearfy  every  night 
Georgia  Fleecer  found  out  from  her  husband  what 
comfort  and  advice  to  give  Cordelia. 

"Holy  salt  mackerel,  Tumpellyl "  he  ejaculated 
ten  days  before  dection.    "  I  never  had  so  hard  a 
fight  to  wm  a  campaign  as  I'm  having  to  lose  this 
one.    Limber  b  going  to  be  rejected  in  spite  of  aU 
I  can  do.    r.e  even  had  to  stop  our  own  newspapers 
from  taking  even  an  occasional  diot  at  the  Colond. 
I  vc  antagonized,  in  advance,  aU  the  members  of  my 
old  guard  diat  I  intend  to  get  rid  of,  and  have  stirred 
up  a  spht  m  my  own  party.    I've  cut  the  campaign 
fund  down  to  a  whisper,  and  sent  out  the  word  that 
tlicre  s  to  be  nothing  for  anybody;  and  still  the  Colo- 
nd  s  bound  to  defeat  himsdf.    He  has  dapped  the 
eye  of  the  Business  Club,  the  Temperance  Loigue, 
Ae  liquor  mterests,  the  Irish,  the  Gennans.  the  Jews, 
toe  negroes,  the  foreigners  and  the  labor  unions,  and 
now  you  say  he  has  taken  «  cradc  at  the  diurdiesl 
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h^L^r')  ?^°^y  ^'^  *°  ^°'^  ^^'  *«  oW  hornet 

Georgia  Fleecer  sighed.    There  were  lines  of  care 
m  her  usually  placid  face. 

"So  will  I,"  her  husband  agreed.     " It  certainly 

.    "  Why,  how  crude!  "  she  laughed,  her  face  «u.h 
.ng  neverthele,..     "NoAing,  of  coLr,^  T„;"t 
g  eat  deal  ,0  Cordelia  and  I'd  be  glad  if  I  could  Mp 

Dy  me  way,  Jim,  I  am  quite  likely  to  be  appointed 
nel  Blossom  is  elected  mayor  " 

"  rL'   ''°"''  'u    ''""•"   *«  *"»")'   acknowledged 

"Dmky  little  office  I"  die  exclaimed.    "Why 

t«e  m  this  aty  1,  almost  exactly  measured  by  one's 
•tandmg  m  the  Isis  Club." 

"  On  the  level  ?  "  he  mquired.  "  Go  rieht  to  it 
Feathers.  I'm  tickled  stiff  to  see  y^T^  *' 
your  own  game  die  same  as  I  do  in  mint  How 
^5^«_^com.  ,0  have  a  look-in?    Mrs.  Blosso"o" 
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c<mlt«L"°T"  ""*.'  "«"'"  P»""«  '""k  like  a 

we  have  to  do  it  with  brass  knuckles."  ^ 

1  rue  to  that  promise,  the  next  morning  he  sent  for 

Wh  •  i""'''^'  *'^'  ^»  '"y'^erious  movement 
In  their  place  was  irritation  tortured  to  TulZT 
plosive  extremity.  "  "* 

ticked Vhfir"?  ''^^  ^*"^*^  "»*^  t°  '^"d  my 
ofhl;.  ^*\'^*'8**^»  '^^^e  o«  his  hat  from  force 
of  hab.e.  ^d  skmming  it  on  again  to  relieve  Ss  S 

Zusand^nd  hf  '''"'^  "'  ^"'  *  ^^"P  ««»«  ^ve 
cnousand,  and  he  wants  to  see  where  every  cent  of 

d„r'-  J^'""'  *° P*^  "P  ™y  <^^«se  ac7o^?like 
a  dothmg  drummer  to  squeeze  out  a  few  doU^  f nr 
the  boys,  and  they're  aU  sore     The  oM  ^ff        . 

be  J^.A         r      "'  ^^  '■'"«•     He  couldn't 
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Ease  up  I »»  advised  Fleecer.     "  We're  going  to 
elect  this  party  and  you're  going  to  stand  for  him 
two  years.     If  you  can't  dig  out  some  way,  during 
that  time,  to  get  your  spoon  into  die  gravy,  it's  up  to 
you,  and  you  deserve  to  stay  hungry.    Now  here's 
what  we're  going  to  do.     I  haven't  used  rough-arra 
tactics  for  twelve  years,  but  here's  where  we  go  to 
It  with  both  shoulders.    We've  simply  got  to  fix  it 
up  between  us  to  get  the  right  judges  of  election,  and 
slip  m  a  complete  file  of  phony  ballots  wherever  we 
can.     For  the  river  war.ds  and  downtown  we'll  run 
m  a  mob  of  Boaters.     I'll  send  for  aU  the  murderers 
and  blackjack  experts  over  the  river,  and  you've  got 
to  help  me  see  that  every  man  who  ever  moved  away, 
and  every  man  in  the  cemetery,  is  voted.    I'll  put  the 
police  wise  to  what's  coming  off,  and  we'll  try  to  run 
the  thing  through  with  as  little  housebreaking  as  pos- 
sible.     Now  get  busy  for  the  grand  finish." 

With  that  determination,  Jim  neecernearly  signed 
his  own  death-warrant,  for  three  of  the  thugs  he  had 
himself  imported,  to  defeat  his  own  candidate  and 
elect  the  man  who  was  calling  him  a  thief,  in  large 
type,  every  day,  stopped  him  on  his  way  home  one 
night  without  knowing  him,  robbed  him  and  "  beat 
him  up  "  with  quite  unnecessary  attention  to  detaU. 
Nevertheless  the  right  triumphed,  and  the  unsuUied 
candidate  of  the  grand  old  party  of  Jefferson  and 
Jackson  was  elected  widi  a  margin  of  one  hundred 
and  six  votes. 

"It  is  an  outrage  I "  the  Colonel  fiercely  declared. 
He  held  the  morning  paper  in  his  lap  and  had  just 
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read  the  official  count.     "I  int^nA  ♦«  u 

waica  1  have  the  honor  to  reoreaent   9n<i  »i.-l  t 

her  innocent  round  eyes  on  him.  ^  "^''* 

"To  Ll^"'' f  ?'*'  ^*"'"  »^«  ^^^^y  objected 

jnh;.  own  share  of  trickery  which  would  rX^'^n 

dema^'!!  '  "^°'?'^  ™"cdiately  decline  the  office  and 
foXdVer'^^l^^^^^^^  Colonel  unBendinglyl' 

dishonor."  *  ''^^^  *"  °®^«  **^*«d  widi 

it  "Z^M.r  °"  -°",''  ''""'  *°  ^"*^  «"*  anything  about 
It,    ^-ordelia  naively  concluded      "Y«».-^   hs  »oouc 

committed  yourself  Wa^  .n^  "  ***'  5?"  *»«^« 
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The  Colonel  pondered  that  clincher  for  certain 
painfully  silent  minutes. 

"You  are  right,  as  always,  my  dear,"  he  finally 
confessed  "  Aa  a  man  of  honor  I  can  do  nothing 
except  endeavor  to  prevent  such  corruption  in  the 
future.  Even  my  arch-cnemy,  Jim  Fleecer,  must  be 
allowed  to  go  scot-free,  I  suppose?  " 

"I  knew  you  were  too  noble  to  injure  a  defeated 
foe,  she  complimented  him,  whereat  he  bowed  and 
smiled  with  pleasure.     "  You " 

The  wctensJon  telephone  beU  rang  on  Mrs.  Blos- 
som 8  dainty  desk,  and  she  answered  it. 

"  Yes,  the  Colonel  is  here,"  she  replied.  "  Oh,  it's 
you,  Georgia.  Thank  you  so  much.  We're  equally 
dehghted,  I  assure  you.  It's  so  nice  of  you  to  say 
so.  To-morrow  evening?  Why,  I'M  find  out  if  we 
have  an  engagement.  I  don't  really  know.  Oh, 
Aat  would  be  so  delightful.  Yes,  I  think  it  might 
be  better.    Just  a  minute.    He's  right  here." 

"For  me,  my  dear?"  guessed  the  Colonel,  ad- 
vancing. 

"Yes,  it's  Mr.  Fleecer,»»  she  returned,  widi  no 
hint  of  her  smile  on  her  h'ps  or  in  her  eyes,  and  she 
handed  him  the  'phone. 

"HeUo,  Colonel  I"  came  the  hearty  voice  of 
Fleecer.  "  I  want  to  congratulate  you  on  pulling  it 
across  against  heavy  odds." 

"Why  —  thank  you,"  hesitated  die  Colonel,  taken 
off  his  feet 

"  I  worked  like  a  nailer  in  this  campaign,  but  you 
won,  and  I  want  to  call  off  all  the  soreness,"  went  on 
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Fleecer.  "  I  don't  mind  confessing  that  I  puUcd  a 
tock  or  two,  but  that's  aU  over  and  I  know  you'll 
forget  It.  You're  too  broad-gauge  a  man  to  hold  a 
grudge. 

"  Well,  I  hope  so,"  again  hesitated  the  Colonel, 
quite  uncomfortable.  v,uiunci, 

"  I  knew  it,"  responded  Fleecer.  "  WcU,  Colo- 
nel,  just  to  prove  that  there's  no  hard  feelings,  sup- 
pose  we  get  our  feet  under  the  table  together 
and  laugh  ,t  off.  Suppose  you  and  Mrs.  Blossom 
come  over  and  have  dinner  with  us  to-morrow  even- 

Sll'^''fj°'i  I"*  l^^"  ''  ^'"  ^^  impossible," 
pohtely  dedmed  the  Colonel,  and  then  his  bluit 

frankness  got  the  better  of  him.  "  Look  here,  Mr. 
Reecer,"  he  blurted,  "  I  want  it  distinctly  under;tood 
that  never,  at  any  time  during  my  tenure  of  office, 
need  you  come  to  me  for  any  favors,  political  or 
oAemisc.  xhere  ,s  to  be  no  graft  in  this  admin- 
istration. 

The  heavy  voice  of  Jim  Fleecer  was  fairly  plain- 
tive in  Its  reproach. 

"Colonel,  I  am  surprised  I"  he  chided.  "This 
IS  a  purely  social  proposition,  and  I  did  not  think  you 
would  take  up  the  professional  side  of  it  While 
we  re  at  it,  however,  I'll  give  you  my  straight  prom- 
ise never  to  ask  you  a  favor,  political  or  otherwise, 
during  your  term  of  office.  In  the  mean  time,  I  think 
our  ladies  want  to  get  together  on  some  of  their  club 
affairs.  This  is  to  be  my  wife's  dimier,  not  mine. 
You  can't  refuse  her." 
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H  in. 


The  Colonel  tuined  to  CordelU  with  a  distressed 
brow. 

"  My  dear,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fleecer  wish  us  to  take 
dinner  widi  them  to-morrow  evening.  What  shall 
we  do,  bearing  in  mind  my  sentiments  in  re«ard  to 
the  man?" 

r"^r  \fyJ^^S^^^^'*  '«tumed  die  pleased 
Cordeha.  "Why.  Watt,  aaept,  by  all  means, 
rou  can  certainly  separate  your  political  enmities 
from  your  social  amenities,  it  looks  to  me  like  a 
gentleman's  arrangement,  for  him  to  invite  and  you 
to  accept."  ' 

"  By  George,  I'll  do  it  I "  promised  the  Colonel  in 
*  uv    .  *'"*™""  sentiment,  and  he  did  so. 

'  You're  very  busy  this  morning,  Cordelia,"  he 
presently  observed,  noting  her  charming  pose  with 
the  eye  of  a  Cordelia  connoisseur.  "  Shall  you  care 
to  drive  with  me  before  luncheon?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I'U  be  through  in  a  few  minutes,"  she 
thoughtfully  assured  him,  slowly  crossing  off  a  line 
she  had  just  written.  "  I'm  studying  my  invitation 
list  for  the  next  mayor's  ball  I  " 

Even  that  delightfully  absorbing  occupation,  how- 
ever,  did  not  seem  to  hold  her  attention  as  it  should 
have  done,  for  presently  she  kid  down  her  gold- 
tipped  pencil.  * 

"  I  see  that  Lord  Barncastle  is  coming,  after  all," 
she  mused,  with  Clara  Pikyunc  strong  m  her  mind. 


IX 

Down  with  Graft 

PUNCTUALLY  at  eight^hirty  Mayor  Wattcr- 
X  son  Blossom,  as  had  been  his  custom  since  the 
day  he  was  mductcd  into  office,  returned  to  the  break- 
fast room,  fully  clad  and  brushed  and  ironed,  to  re- 
ceivc  his  morning  carnation  and  his  good-bye  ki«. 
Cordeha,  ma  charmingly  becoming  fluffiness  of  rose 
chiffon  and  lace,  gave  him  the  kiss  widi  no  aid  what- 
ever  from  her  round  dark  eyes,  for  those  usually 
sparklmg  orbs  were  m  thoughtful  absorption  on  a 
newspaper. 

The  Colonel  waited  a  moment,  and  then,  to  save 
fiis  handsome  young  wife  the  trouble,  selected  his 
own  carnation  from  the  little  silver  vase  and  put  it 
into  her  hand.  She  looked  up  at  him  at  last  with 
a  smUe,  and,  as  she  pinned  the  flower  on  the  lapel  of 
Ac  black  Prmcc  Albert  which  was  buttoned  snugly 
round  his  slender  figure,  she  gave  him  an  extra  kiss 
entirely  of  her  own  volition. 

•  "^y/^**I'"  observed  the  Colonel,  gaUandy  tak- 
ing  her  hand  to  reseat  her,  «  you  are  the  most  de- 
hghtfiil  woman  in  die  world.  You  are  the  glory  of 
sunshine  and  the  fragrance  of  flowers." 

"  I  don't  know  where  you  get  all  your  pretty  new 
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ways  of  ttying  it,"  the  laughed,  with  a  little  auih  of 
pleawre,  and  then  her  eyes  strayed  unconidouily 
bade  to  her  paper.  "  I  tee  the  Duke  of  Moreacret 
arrives  m  New  York  shortly,  and  contemplates  a  tour 
of  the  principal  dries." 
"  Is  he  coming  with  Lord  Bamcastle?  " 

1-  I.'^'*^^"^.*."""''*  "'"««••"  The  specularive 
light  in  Cordelia's  eyes  beginning  to  grow.  "  Mrs. 
Pikyune,  I  understand,  is  already  making  prcpara- 
tiohs  to  entertain  Lord  Bamcastle  more  elaborately 
than  ever  before,"  and  she  smiled  cheerfully  over 
the  reHection  that  she  had  caused  Clara  Pikyune  to 
give  some  extremely  briUiant  affairs  in  the  attempt 
to  regain  the  silken  reins.  "  I  wonder  if  the  Duke 
will  come  here." 

The  Colonel  drew  himself  up  even  more  erectly. 

,  ,.  ,,T*  "°*  ***  ^°^  ^«  ^o"^<*  ^«M  avoid  it,  Cor- 
delia, he  informed  her,  with  a  local  pride  which  had 
been  highly  increased  since  he  had  become  die  chief 
executive  of  die  municipality.  "  This  is  an  impor- 
tant  raih-oad  center,  and  we  have  commercial,  edu- 
cational, art  and  social  institutions  impossible  to 
Ignore." 

"It  depends  on  who  arranges  his  itinerary," 
shrewdly  speculated  Cordelia.  "  He  might  be  in- 
duced  to  come  here  if  the  proper  influence  were 
brought  to  bear." 

A  shade  of  annoyance  came  into  the  Colonel's 
eyes. 

"The  proper  influence,"  he  repeated  with  a  dry 
•mile.    "  Of  course  that  phrase  can  have  no  painful 
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tMociitioni  for  you,  but  it  does  for  me.  The  poli- 
Tr;^'^*  «7- which  I  h.ve  pledged  myself  to 
punfy  If  possible^,,  conducted  entirely  tloi.g  that 

CA  V  ""/•°"«  •»<>*'»«'  unpleawmt  experience. 

^^ui'  ^"'''^'l'  P""'*'  improvement,  which  «t 
fim  had  my  approbation,  will  turn  out,  I  fear,  to  be 

"^uZ'dT"^'"'^"^''    I  have  ju.t  come  to  know 

.   "What  improvement  is  that?"  she  asked,  with 

^v  !     Tu*"*'    "  ^°'  **  »»»>»«»'  Hospital?  " 
i>otyet,   he  returned  somewhat  wearily.    "It»s 

-nZ  "  J'°^*''*'  ''^''^  "  »  P™PO"tion  to  condemn 
and  tear  down  two  entire  city  blocks  to  relieve  the 
downtown  congestion  of  traffic." 

"  Oh,  yes.  I  did  hear  something  about  that.  It 
teems  such  a  magnificently  big  thing  to  have  done 
l!bout  k  .f*^'""*"''°"-    G«°'P»  Fleecer  told  me 

"Cordelia,"  said  the  Colonel  solemnly,  "there  is 
graft  m  this.  I  do  not  yet  know  where  or  how,  but 
there  is  graft  m  it,  and  Jim  Fleecer  is  in  some  way 
connected  with  it."  ^ 

"Can  you  be  quite  sure?"  Cordelia  .sked,  with 
t  prompt  thought  of  the  debt  of  loyalty  she  owed 

t  CoS:  VZl''"  ""'  '''  ^^^  -^*  - 

general  prinaplcs.  In  every  one  of  the  couatlesi 
instances  of  graft  which  fiourished  before  I  came  into 
office,  no  matter  m  which  party,  tribute  was  paid 
somewhere  along  the  line  to  Jim  Fleecer.    However, 
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I  shaU  ferret  it  ont  in  this  caie,  and  thai!  throtde  it," 
Ziz^  ?^I1*''  7^^  •  reatwring  pat  on  Cordelia't 
S*door  ** *"* ^"^  ■"**  '^"^^  '**' 

^^  "  YouVe  to  noble,  Watt,"  the  complimented  him. 
You  re  bound  to  do  the  right  thing  in  the  end,  and 
of  courw  you  re  much  too  fair  to  act  hMtily.  It  must 
be  very  difficult  to  judge  exactly  what  to  do  in  luch 
cawr  There  are  to  many  remits  to  be  taken  mto 
considerataon.  Bythe-way,  I've  jutt  been  reading 
Aat  the  Duke  of  Moreacrea  is  to  visit  Mrs.  Wylie 
MUes.  You  remember  her,  don't  you?  " 
^  "I  think  so,"  returned  the  Colnad  vaguely. 
Irreproachable  family  on  both  sides,  if  I  recoUert. 
*rom  your  home  town,  wasn't  she?  " 

"From  Baltimore,"  and  Cordelia  knitted  her 
smooth  brows.  "She  was  a  Stanton,  and  one  of 
her  ancestors  was  a  colonial  governor  and  own 
cousm  to  an  earl.  She»s  of  our  very  bluest  blooded 
Of  aristocracy,  and  has  made  most  commendable 
•oaal  use  of  it  in  New  York.  Watt,  do  you  know 
1  have  a  presentiment  that  modier  is  in  iU  health? 
Of  ooune  she  wouldn't  worry  me  by  mentioning  it, 
out  I  m  worried  nevertheless." 

Ae  Colonel.  I  wish  I  could  go  widi  you,  but  I 
feel  Aere  is  a  crisis  at  hand  in  the  affairs  of  the  city  " 
«  QH-n  *??•  ]  ^^  ^^'  ''"y'"  Pon^^cd  Cordelia. 


Down  with  Ortft  ,3, 

bK  Sir ffi&'  '^"-'  ^— 

«y»    He  had  been  able  to  "  tlide  a  li»lIn!TJ      ' 
on  the  Colonel  in  that  .ewerage Tn^«    °  ! '"" 

EKeHent."  agreed  the  Colonel.    "If  we  c«. 

Slid  t'l.tharthna?""'  ""^'^  « 
spring  "  **  basement  completed  by 

and  out  of  the  win/lA»     ti  1^  ^**»yor  umber 

and  Z°!^  «»8h  School  and  the  addition  to  the  jaiL 
and  tear  down  those  buildings  for  the  plaza  " 
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**Vm  not  uMed  about  the  plaaa/'  lUted  the 
Colonel,  for  the  fint  time  taking  a  live  interest  in  the 
convenadon,  and  he  turned  tharply  to  his  caller. 
'*  Look  here,  Dickson,  whtt's  the  graft  in  this  plaza? 
You  should  know." 

Mr.  Dickson  was  justly  offended,  as  a  justly 
suspected  man  alwtys  is. 

"  Where  could  there  be  «ny  ?  "  he  deminded,  lift- 
ing his  eyes  out  of  his  hat  for  a  fleeting  glare  of 
reproach.  "  If  there  is,  which  there  isn't,  why  do 
you  connect  me  with  it?  Have  I  got  to  be  the  goat 
«11  the  time?  This  is  a  big  public  improvement,  one 
that  the  entire  city  is  for,  a  move  that's  clear  plumb 
out  of  politics,  and  just  because  it  involves  money 
jrou  begin  to  holler  graft!  You've  done  it  every 
time  I  come  at  you  with  anything,  and  I'm  the  boy 
that  handed^you  the  nomination!  You're  the  most 
suspicious  ma»lfver  saw! " 

"  Warden  Davies,  of  the  city  jail,  Is  as  suspicious 
as  I  am,  and  for  the  same  reason,"  dryly  returned  the 
Colonel,  looking  at  his  watch.  "  If  you  were  a  gen- 
tleman I'd  fight  you;  but,  as  it  is,  you'D  have  to  stay 
out  of  my  office." 

"  It  don't  get  me  anything  to  come  in,  I'll  say 
Aat,"  retorted  Mr.  Dickson,  rising  and  almost  put- 
ting his  hat  on  his  head. 

"  It  won't,"  promised  the  Colonel,  bis  gray  goatee 
standing  straight  out.  "  I  may  as  well  confess  that 
what  first  made  me  suspicious  of  the  plara  project 
was  that  you  favored  the  movement  Another 
thing!    I  was  sarcastic  with  you  a  moment  ago.    I 
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*tZ.  *°,«Pw»  it  more  emphtticUy - 

thtt  you  are  t  pliin  thief  I  ••  ^ 

had  the  door  entirely  opened. 

•uccttiful  opposition  leader  with  a  grin.        ^ 

"Gotan^-^y^t"'.  "*''  •"««™ing,»  he  invited. 
Got  another  kink  ,n  your  dty  plumbing?  " 
Fleecer',  victoriou.  political   enemy  toaaed  hi. 

^Uar   Hetr  "A^""  '''  ^*"  "-<^  ^-^e  h'u 
collar     He  K^ured  his  ayatem  for  word,  to  exorr ., 

?ceCh?me'rdyb&^"^^^^    '"'^'^'^^^   ^- 
"BloMomI" 

D«"t  k.d  me."  begged  Dick«n,  «,  ^^^.j  ^^ 
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emotion  that  he  was  no  longer  furtive  — "  I'm  too 
mad  I  I'd  like  to  give  that  old  mule  a  dote  of  poison. 
Jim,  damn  him  I " 

"  Tut,  tut,"  chidcd  Fleecer  gently.  "  Remember 
that  the  Colonel,  aside  from  politics,  is  a  friend  of 
mine.  We  have  dined  together  in  each  other's 
home." 

"  I'd  like  to  frame  up  something  with  your  cook  I  " 
snaried  Dickson.  "  Do  you  know  the  new  bug  the 
Colonel's  got?    He's  going  to  gum  up  the  plaza 

"  I  had  a  dream  about  diat,"  commented  Fleecer 
with  a  frown.  "I  knew  it  would  come  true. 
Where  did  you  get  your  hunch?  " 

"  I  was  just  up  there  to  feel  him  out." 

Had  Dickson  been  a  member  of  Fleecer's  own 
party  organization  he  would  not  have  been  more  con- 
temptuously reproved. 

"You  feeble-minded  pinheadi"  blazed  out 
Fleecer.  "  Haven't  I  told  you  to  keep  your  per- 
sonal appearance  out  of  the  Colonel's  sight  I  You 
spoil  his  appetite;  also  you  mangle  any  chance  you 
might  have.  What  does  the  Colonel  say  about  the 
plaza  thing?" 

"He  actually  suspects  there's  graft  In  it! "  dis- 
gustedly replied  Dickson,  with  a  smile  which  was  a 
snarl.  "  He  don't  know  where  it  is,  but  he  thinks 
it's  there.  If  he  wasn't  such  a  lollop  he'd  know  that 
we  control  that  property,  and  that  we'd  also  collect 
from  the  Consolidated  Trolley.  He's  the  prize 
simp  I " 
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Fleecer.  "Hc».  on  the  level  Not  knowing  how 
to  turn  a  crooked  trick,  he  don't  know  how  to  look 
for  one." 

honest  guy  again  I"  mourned  Dickson.  "They're 
such  fools.     It's  «,  much  straighter  when  you  can 

•  wes:  B^rhorruS?^'"^^*  ^^  '^•'^  ^'  ^^ 

Fleecer  smiled  more  in  pity  than  in  disdain. 
The  fa-ouble  with  you  U  that  you  don't  figure 
anythmg  but  money,"  he  observed.    "  I  wouldn't 

^ught.  but  It's  a  cmch  diat  every  man  can  be  got  to. 
Now  keep  your  temperature  down,  Dan,  and  give  me 
a  day  or  two  to  dope  out  a  scenario." 
"If  I  hold  in  much  longer  I'U  bust  I "  declared 

It  s  to  a  showdown,  Jim.    We've  had  Gus  Tan- 

T.  ""^'"rT  °P*^^''  ^°'  **  P*«*  *^'««  y«««.  on 
the  most  of  diat  property.  untU  we  could  get  a  finnr 

on  that  grocery^tore  comer,  and  the  options  expire 

m  a  a)uple  of  months,  just  as  we  dose  for  the  conier 

that  the  options  on  the  lower  block  won't  be  renewed 
because  die  Mastodon  Life  In««ance  Company 
want,  to  buy  it  and  build.  That  means  we  have  to 
cjnchAis  plaza  deal.    The  councU's  aU  ready,  b«i? 
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"  Go  home  and  deep  it  off,  Dan,"  advised  Fleecer 
dryly. 

The  minute  Dickson  was  outside  the  door,  Jim 
Fleecer  grabbed  his  telephone  and  called  up  his  house. 
«i^?^"°*  '^""PcUy."  he  greeted  Mrs.  Fleecer. 

Doing  anything  desperate  this  morning?  " 
Having  my  hair  washed,"  she  cheerfully  told 
him.     "  Any  errands  I  can  run  for  you  ?  " 

I'  A  group.    I'm  coming  right  out  to  call  on  you." 

"  It's  an  unconventional  hour,  but  I'll  receive  you," 
she  laughingly  assured  him.     "  What's  happened?  " 

"  I  can't  tell  you  ove^  the  'phone.     It's  city  busi- 


ness. 

"  OhI "  and  there  was  a  slight  trace  of  concern 
m  her  tone. 

*    *    * 

Georgia  Fleecer  was  an  exceptionally  clever 
woman.  Although  quite  able  to  withstand  the  most 
critical  inspection  even  in  acute  dishevelment,  she 
kept  her  husband  waiting,  in  the  upstairs  den  just  off 
her  boudoir,  while  she  wound  her  dark  hair  about  her 
head  with  a  broad,  pale  blue  ribbon  and  tied  it  in  a 
coquettish  bow.  She  came  out  to  hun  absolutely  un- 
flustered  and,  by  her  very  effectiveness,  compelled 
hun,  after  four  years  of  marriage,  to  lay  aside,  for 
a  moment,  his  important  business. 

"Ribbons,  you're  a  peach  I"  he  avowed.  "I 
wasted  a  lot  of  time  being  a  bachelor  1 " 

"  I  think  so  myself,"  and  she  snuggled  comfort- 
ably up  to  him  on  the  couch.  "  What  has  the  Colo- 
neldone?" 
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'Spffled  »ctn,"  he  promptly  replied.  "Georgia, 
Acre  are  looie  beans  aU  over  the  business  district. 
The  mayor,  in  hunting  for  something  to  be  violently 
honest  about,  has  at  last  landed  on  the  plaza  scheme, 
and  now  he  wants  to  pour  water  in  the  gasoline." 
^^  'What  is  the  plaza  scheme?"  she  puzzled. 
I  ve  seen  it  mentioned  frequently  in  the  papers,  but 
I  haven  t  paid  much  attention." 

"It's  a  big  public  improvement,"  he  earnestly  con- 
fided to  her.  "The  city  needs  it.  The  downtown 
streets  are  packed  with  traffic,  and  we  must  have 
room  to  turn  round.  The  plan  is  to  condemn  and 
dear  two  entire  blocks  now  full  of  shacks,  make 
room  for  streetcar  terminals  and  transfers,  and  give 
the  town  a  chance  to  catch  its  breath.  It's  a  live 
progressive  proposition."  * 

"  I  see,"  she  soberly  considered.  "  Of  course  the 
owners  of  die  property,  and  whoever  handles  the 
busmess  for  them,  will  make  a  lot  of  money  out 
of  It" 

He  regarded  her  for  a  moment  with  a  queer  smile. 

Gee,  you  get  to  it  quick!    Of  course.  Ruffles,  a 

big  stunt  like  this  is  only  thought  of  and  proposed 

and  worked  through  by  people  of  abUity,  and  they 

have  to  be  paid  for  their  time." 

^i"^^''*,/?*-  They  should  be.  I'H  see  Cor- 
delia,  Jim,  she  softly  promised.  "Now  make  me 
understand  it,"  and  rising  from  the  couch,  she  drew 
up  a  litdc  rocker  and  sat  squarely  in  front  of  him. 

He  halted  a  moment  to  study  her  in  a  perplexed 
admiration,  which  had  been  hers  from  the  first. 
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Sometimes,  he  reflected,  he  was  fool  enough  to  think 

that  he  thoroughly  understood  the  mental  proceues 

of  this  amazingly  charming  woman. 

^^  "I  couldn't  keep  you  from  it,"  and  he  chuckled. 
1  he  plaza  is  to  extend  from  Fourth  to  Sixth  Street 

and  from  Main  to  Broad." 

"  Wait  a  minute,"  she  interrupted,  fixing  the  loca- 
tion  in  her  mind's  eye.  "Oh.  yes.  There  are  some 
atrocious  saloons  and  second-hand  stores  down  there; 
nothing  but  ramshackle  old  frame  buUdings  which 
are  eyesores." 

"  That's  what  I'm  tellfng  you.  It's  a  genuine  city 
improvement,  and  everybody  will  be  proud  of  it. 
All  those  old  buildings  are  to  come  down.  AU  the 
downtown  carlines  will  meet  there,  making  transfers 
convemcnt  and  under  rain-sheds.  There'll  be  an 
esplanade  down  the  center,  and  a  bandstand  for  free 
open-air  concerts." 

"That  sounds  splendid  I"  approved  Georgia,  al- 
ready  cspousmg  the  cause  with  enthusiasm,  and  posi- 
tively  forgetting  that  there  could  be  any  commercial 
side  to  It  "I  don't  see  how  there  could  be  any 
possible  objection  to  the  plan." 

"  It  has  been  criticised,"  admitted  her  husband  with 

a  half-smile.       Frankly,  I'm  up  against  it,  FriUs." 

Does  nobody  stand  in  the  way  but  the  Colonel  ?  " 

she  mquired,  thoughtfully  pinching  the  point  of  her 

piquant  dim. 

"He's  the  only  hurdle.  When  I  learned  this 
mommg  that  the  Colonel  had  landed  on  this  to  make 
a  fuss  about,  I  tossed  my  sponge  in  the  ring  and  gal- 
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dX*<^t'fer.?"f'°'?y*^-    If  you  wd  Cor. 
dell,  can  t  ft:  ,t  thcrc't  nothing  doing." 

cd  Wm  «b.tractedly  blew  him  a  mechani- 

"  You  mujtn't  build  up  too  much  hope  on  it.  Tim." 

Jble.     Colonel  BIo.«»„  i.  very  stubborn,  andf  in 
fcct.^^,mmovabIe.   where   hi.  principle,  'are   ;,;:i 

"The  Colonel  Is  a  fine  old  sport,"  Tim  stated 

with  a  conv  ctim,  bom  of  a  curious  aZimbn ! 

but  your  friend  Cordelia  can  make  him  lod^  it  a' 

ump  of  coal  and  see  pink.     Now  you  go  to  Ae  Me 

lady  and  find  out  what  she  wants,  and  give  ?t  to  hf  " 

insllldy       ""^  ^'^""^^  ^~'»»  ^"«'  '^^ffened 

refused  "^^  mJ" V^  ?'  "^""^  "  ^*8"»"rfy 

refused.       Why,  Jun,  how  could      u  propose  a 

thing  «,  crude!     I  shall  go  to  CordeUa  andCto 
will  be  for  the  city.  and.  if  she  sees  it  a!  I  do  she 

that  C^V  "°  ,r"'"y  ^»"^«.  and  I  feel  certain 
that  Cordelia  wiU  take  exactly  the  same  attitude." 
He  stared  at  her  blankly. 

don t  like;  but  you'll  see  her  about  it.  won't  you?'" 
M,-  ,"l«*"f«»  »hc  immediately  assured  him  «  T 
think  the  plaza  idea  a  perfectly  delightful  one  and 
a  project  of  real  and  lasting  benefiti  "  '  *"^ 

Fine  speech,"  he  applauded,  rising  with  relief. 
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"  If  you  feel  that  way  about  it  you'll  fix  it    You 
may  not  know  it,  but  you  two  women  are  running  the 

♦   ♦   ♦ 

.nnZ^^^t  ^^V^^H!'  ^^'^P^-nt '»  the  fact  that  her 
mother,  though  able  to  fulfiU  aU  her  social  duties, 

teresting  phases  of  her  flying  visit. 

A  Jwl,Ti*"*^™  ?  ''^'y  *«™«^^»  «d<«tion  to 
the  Whichctt  city  place;  her  brother  Alfred's  youna- 

est  was  deve^pjng  into  an  astoundingly  beauti^ 

Add;  Laura  Dalrunplc  was  married  at  last,  and  to 

a  very  nice  man  indeed;  the  WUbur  Jone^  were 

reconaled.   to   everybody's  pleasure;  Mrs.  Wylie 

MUes  was  not  spoiled  in  the  least  by  her  many  S 

tnumphs,  and  remembered  aU  her  Baltimore  friends 

M^  w  r*t;y'"'  *"^^  °^  condescension. 
Mrs.  Wyhe  Miles  was  an  exceUent  horsewoman; 
she  was  an  authority  on  classic  pottery;  she  was  quite 

.o^^?.5.l  ^^-'l^T  °^  '*™«8""8  ^°*^«»ts  and  very 
successftd  with  th«n.  even  having  a  metropolitan 

Tri  t'  "'f '  ?'  ''*'  ""'^  accomplished  in  pub- 
lie  charity  work;  she  dressed  with  daring  plainness- 
Jo    K™  ^I'T^'  ^°"^  °^  lavender*'  sparing 

Mr..  Wylie  Miles'  sister  Florence  was  married  to 
a  broker,  and  diey  lived  rather  ostentatiously.     The 

lacro.r'Tr'^*^ ''""*•  They  seWom  saw 
eratl«^f  ^^^^'^  ™  «  »>'°ther  who  was  consid- 
crable  of  a  rover.    He  was  umnarried.    There  was 
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•  nephew,  in  orphtn  tnd  sculptor,  one  Gerald  Howe 
memoml  fountain  by  him,  presented  to  a  Baltimore 

Jnilfi  T^  *  ""^1  '"•y  "»"^  *°  remember,  and 
another  who  was  rather  prominent  in  politics,  in  a 

^A    M*^"^"'..**  V^°  ™*  "°*  i"^*°»«tely  allied 

To  take  her  mind  out  of  Its  rut,  Cordelia  bought 
a  pap«-,  as  she  neared  the  end  of  her  journey  and 

ffM«p  of  Baltmiore  was  swept  into  the  background! 
for  there,  m  mtensely  rude  type,  she  found  thi^heai 

Mayor  Blossom  to  Veto  Plaza  I 
Refuses  to  state  reasons,  but  declares  himself  unalterri.lv 
mc^  to  su^ed  hug.  improvement  a,  J.^T^l 

Cordelia  looked  out  of  the  window  regretfully 

.Z'(  t  ^V  ^^  "°  »"""»  »n  adequate  or  a 

safasfactory  traveling  companion. 

I m  so  glad  to  be  home  with  you,  Watt!  '♦  she 

f^^Ltt  T^'/'  *^  '^'"'  "  the'colone  prouS; 
assisted  his  handsome  wife  to  a  seat  behind  hej 
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SlS*'^    "You  look  fatigued,  dcr.    Hm 
•nything  happened  to  worry  you?" 

A.  SSfl  '^^'^  "f  •'"»"  **•  ^^  ^«''  ^th  much  of 
Ae  chad'.  «nje  of  reUef  in  unburdening  him-df  to 

^^"^i.  ^^*  ai«covered  what  I  cSer  i^ 
controvertible  proof  that  Ae  pUaa  projerTTmer^ 
«  gigwtic  real^te  ded  and.  thoigh  I  have  fcieJ 

mil^l^r  '"t?***  •  P"^^^  icandTduring  my  aS 
mmirtratioii,  I  have  neverthelew  am,oun<S  that  I 

ht  A J!5l      ~"<»,f««tion  ordinance  if  it  i«  pa..ed 
by  the  aty  council."  ^•••w 

tarn.       I  m  «  gUd  Am  you've  «ttled  the  m.tter. 
I  don  e  rappoM  there'i  wy  wy  for  you  to  revene 

«n.5i^'''     ^«  "^""f  "«pecUUy  mcc  I  hive 

•o  davuhly  bound,  nor  so  prqudiced,  nor  n  ifraid 
of  «h.t  Mher.  might  „y,  th.t  I  woSd  not  dtlT^y 
publicly  exprewed  policy  at  the  dicttte.  of  my  ri^J 

of  .  reverttl.    I  htve  ducovered  «i  iniquity,  ud  I 

JToSr**"-  "»«  «"«!  »P  2,  4.  very 
fceit  pnnaple.  of  my  p.ny,  to  the  ethics  of  Jeffer»n 

^,m  her  fine,  round  qret    "I.  the  fum.ce 

"  Tluik  Heaven,  ye^»  he  laughed,  dad  to  chin« 
the  diMgreeaW.  «Aject    "  ThThol,^  w^  „  ^^ 
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berg  iMt  night  when  I  came  home,  but  there»i  t  flood 
tmpmture  now.    I  m.de  them  worJc  untU^en 

.aV'^^*^  ^^  wdecorttion.  end  a  minor  locial 

ictttenng  topics,  during  the  rest  of  die  drive-  and 
when  die  Colonel  left  her  at  d,c  door  of  h^  dr;Z; 

^l^d  h«^l  v?/''?*'-*  ^~^^  '^•»  •*»!  where 
•he  had  hastily  hidden  it  on  her  departure,  and  re- 

S:^-a"net:?  "^  ""  '"  '"^  ""^  -«»<^  "P 

kJISI  *^f  «****.1  *°  ^«o^  yo«*ve  returned! "  ahnost 
breathleMly  .aid  Georgia.  "It  .cem.  impowible 
that  you've  only  been  away  dirce  day^  I  Sodosc 
you're  dreadfuUy  fatigued  I"  *  wppotc 

"  Not  at  aU  I  "  denied  Cordelia.     "  I'M  be  at  oood 

t.  new  a.  «x,n  a.  I've  had  a  cup  of  tea.  I  dare%ou 
to  come  over  and  join  me  in  it."  ^ 

G^r'S'^^P '^'"  *  ^''r^^  '*"'  *^**P'"  '""Shed 

"  ?L       /"^  *  P*""y  ^  '^^"Jd  <=on»e  over.'' 
«  tJ  P*""^'"  promptly  rejoined  Cordelia. 

th[?.  ElT^pe^i^^     r«  dying  to  hear  aU 

•tai^IdT  '^^  ^"^*"'*  ^°'  *^''-  ^°*^-^y«  -~  I'm 
yrithin  twenty  minutes  Georgia  Fleecer's  electric 
was  outs.de  die  door,  and  within  a  minute  more  die 
two  ladies  were  chatting  volubly  about  everythinjr 
iwder  the  sun.    Mrs.  Reecer  was  particularly  vo^ 
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ble,  for  she  had  an  immeiue  burden  of  personal  grief 
to  shtre  wirh  her  sympathetic  friend.  The  Isis  Qub 
meeting  which,  as  Second  Vice-President,  she  had  con- 
ducted  in  Cordelia's  absence,  had  been  a  failure  be- 
cause of  inclement  weather;  she  had  been  trying  a 
new  dressmaker,  with  atrocious  results;  Jemima,  her 
wonderful  black  magician  of  the  kitchen,  had  been 
ill;  some  perfectly  impossible  people  had  bought  the 
house  next  door;  and  there  was  a  string  of  minor  ir- 
ritations which  helped  to  make  up  an  appalling  total 
of  disaster. 

"  So  you  see,  Cordelia,  it  has  been  a  most  de- 
pressbg  period,**  summed  up  Georgia.  "Every- 
thing  seems  to  go  wrong  when  you  are  away.  I  usu- 
ally dirow  a  lot  of  these  litde  glooms  on  Mr.  Fleecer's 
broad  shoulders,  but  this  week  his  only  way  of  ex- 
pressing his  sympadiy  is  to  pat  me  on  the  head  and 
go  out  and  buy  me  somethmg." 

"That's  a  man's  way,"  laughed  Cordelia,  "and 
It's  a  nice  way,  too,  if  the  man  happens  to  have  any 
judgment"  She  held  her  faculties  about  her,  for 
she  realized  that  the  moment  had  approached.  "  I 
can't  imagine  Mr.  Fleecer  running  out  of  the 
cheer-up  spirit" 

"  He's  a  dear,"  responded  Georgia;  "  but  he's  not 
used  to  disappointment" 

"  It  must  be  a  big  one  to  affect  him,"  commented 
Cordelia.    "Business,  of  course?" 

"Oh,  no!"  Georgia  made  use  of  her  most 
innocent  tones.  "Nothing  of  that  nature  at  all. 
It's   merely   a    difference   of   opinion   about   the 
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PJjAy.       I  didn't  know  Mr.  Fleecer  w..  .0  IZ 
^."J'*f  *»'•.?«  Mw,"  returned  Georait.    "H« 

ddi/    "  mL  to?;  '^'•'*  P~r  ^  "  Inquired^Cor. 
donV  K.I-     ^     .    "•  •«netWng  about  it,  but  I 

Mr..  Fleecer  unmediately  explained,  dcminrfy 
entertainingly,  convindngly.  ffowuigiy, 

"Moreover,"  die  added  after  .he  had  given  aU 

oie  aeugnttujand  highly  .uccessful  Citv  BeairtiAil 
movement  TT>c plaa.  would  be  a  bri^7.wjrAe 
very  center  of  the  wrdid  citv     It  InnUu  ^^  ?  ~f 

woOB.    niuUt  how  wonderful  it  would  be  to  luve 

TW  fc"7  government  weighed  heavily  »p^  S  * 
Tnb«y  h.d  not  rediied,  when  they  had  el^d  X 
CoUmel.  how  much  they  h.d  tdceTupon  Svt 


X 
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WELL,  Wttt,  how  have  the  mbiont  of  evU 
lenred  you  to^Ity?"  ttked  Cordetia  at 
dinner,  after  they  had  disposed  of  the  pepperpot. 
The  Colonel  was  very  fond  of  pepperpot 

"  The  minions  of  evil  are  very  much  distressed,** 
smiled  the  Colonel,  secretly  triumphant.  "  Not  less 
than  a  dozen  of  them  have  been  up,  to  prove  to  me 
how  wicked  I  am  m  interfering  with  their  proposed 
raids  on  the  dty  treasury.'* 

"I  know  the  sort  of  satisfaction  they  received 
from  you,**  and  Cordelia  laughed.    "  How  did  they 
intend  to  raid  the  dty  treasury?  *' 
"  With  their  pkza  sdieme,'*  replied  die  Colonel. 
I  was  right  about  that,  my  dear,"  and  he  straight- 
ened  with  satisfaction.    "I  have  pieced  out  dietr 
plot  in  my  own  mind,  from  such  information  as  I 
have  been  able  to  gather.    They  expected  to  con- 
demn those  two  dty  blocks  and  pay  a  fancy  price  for 
them.    A  man  by  the  name  of  Gus  Tanner  holds  op- 
tions on  all  that  property,  but  Tanner  is  only  an  agent 
for  Jim  Fleecer  and  his  friends.     Cordelia,  listen  to 
the  shame  of  this  city:    Dan  Didcson,  who  in  some 
unaccountable  manner  has  for  years  held  the  local 

I4< 
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^tlC'  C'i"^  »  ••«  i«  Ai.  *.!  .nd 

p^":;r^tr.Vtr?r££ 

•<m«My  mAmg  Mmething  out  of  it" 

1  believe  tlut  to  be  tlie  ctie."  iim^  A.,  r  1 

"  Iff  too  bad! "  returned  Cordelia-  "  t»i^.t.-  *i. 
"  r^A  '^"*J'  T™"*"  »*»'■««<'  Ae  Colonel 

Sareely,    imUed  tlie  Colonel.    "ItiiLrevi- 

i^^rt^:"orj?ernS,Tw*;- 
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•*  and  really  it's  not  uncommendable  to  want  money. 
It  bnyi  so  many  enjoyable  things.  Watt,  youVe  so 
resourceful  I  should  think  you  could  find  some  way 
to  secure  that  plaza  without  the  sacrifice  of  any  of 
your  principles.  I  do  wish  you'd  bend  your  mind  to 
it,  and  secure  it  for  me." 

"Why,  my  dearl"  The  Colonel's  face  length- 
ened and  he  gazed  at  Cordelia  almost  in  dismay. 
"  I  had  no  idea  that  you  were  so  keenly  interested 
in  the  movement.  How  does  it  come  that  you  are 
so  concerned  about  it?" 

^^  "  Well,  I've  been  thinking  it  over,"  she  explained, 
"  and  I  diink  it  would  be  a  splendid  thing  to  see  long 
rows  of  geraniums  where  those  ugly,  little  frame  sa- 
loons and  second-hand  shops  now  stand." 

"  Really,  my  dear,"  the  Colonel  grew  solemn,  "  to 
tear  down  two  highly  valuable  city  blocks  for  the 
purpose  of  planting  geraniums  scarcely  seems  logical. 
The  geraniums  do  not  seem  adequate." 
Cordelia  pondered  that  answer  in  musing  silence. 
"No,"  and  she  admitted  it  more  to  herself  than 
to  him ;  "  they're  not  big  enough.     I  wonder  if  Mrs. 
Wylie  MUes  is  a  member  of  the  National  Isis  Club." 
After  dinner,  while  die  Colonel  enjoyed  his  quiet 
agar,  she  ran  up  to  look  at  her  Isis  Club  roster. 
Sure  enough,  Mrs.  Wylie  Miles  was  a  member  of 
the  organization.    That  was  an  added  bit  of  infor- 
mation which  Cordelia  was  glad  to  obtain.     Mrs. 
Wyhe  Miles,  who  was  to  entertain  the  Duke  of 
Moreacres,  was  a  member  of  the  National  Isis  Club; 
■he  was  an  accomplished  horsewoman;  she  dressed 
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most  plainly,  but  seldom  without  a  touch  of  lavender: 
•he  had  a  cousin  who  was  a  poet,  and  a  nephew,  Ger- 
aid  Howe,  who  was  a  sculptor.  Cordelia  had  seen 
his  little  memorial  fountain  in  Baltimore.  It  was  a 
very  nice  fountain.  Mrs.  Wylie  Miles  had  a  sister 
who  was  married  — 

Suddenly  Cordelia  Blossom  laughed  aloud,  a 
round,  musical  laugh  of  much  sweetn-ss  and  effective- 
ness.  She  jumped  up  from  her  desk  and  waltzed 
•lowly  the  entire  circle  of  her  room,  smiling  happUy; 
Aen  she  sat  down  at  her  desk  again  and  pinched  the 
Dndge  of  her  nose  and  concentrated. 

Prescndy  she  went  sedately  down  into  the  library 
and  curled  up  in  the  comer  of  her  favorite  couch. 

By-the-way,  Watt,  I  didn't  tell  you  of  the  im- 
provements  they've  been  making,  in  that  park  out 
near  our  place  m  Baltimore,  since  we  were  there  last 
They  ve  tunneled  under  the  main  drive,  and  buUt 
a  funny  pergola  which  doesn't  start  any  place  or  end 
anywhere,  and  have  put  in  a  beautiful  memorial 
fountain     Its  by  an  extremely  clever  young  sculp. 

Ais  city  We're  so  sadly  deficient  in  monumental 
works  of  any  artistic  value.  This  is  a  rich  place, 
and  It  s  too  bad  that  we  haven't  somewhere  a  Tplen! 
didbig  memorial  to  the  Blue  and  the  Gray." 

H;^#^»,^*'^°"'l  ?iTP^y  '^"^^  *»««•  humiHation. 
His  father,  and  all  his  uncles,  and  aU  the  friends  of 
his  father  and  uncles,  had  worn  the  butternut  in  that 
memorable  lost  cause,  and  it  had  been  the  one  resret 
of  the  Colonel's  life  that  he  had  not  been  bora  eSty 


ISO 


Cordelia  Blonom 


B''' 

'1*. 


!lf^* 


enough  to  have  aided  the  iU-etarred  but  glorious  Con- 
f ederaqr  I 

"  It  ha«  often  saddened  me  to  be  compelled  to 
acknowledge  the  lack  of  patriotic  pride  in  this  dty," 
he  mourned,  with  a  glance  of  apology  at  the  portrait 
of  his  stem  ancestor,  the  governor.     "The  heroes 

u  "**5*^  ^*^'  °"  ^°*^  "^*''  ^«'«  **»«  hnvnt  and 
the  noblest  warriors  in  the  history  of  civilization,  and 
that  aty  which  does  not  honor  them  and  remind  its 
children  of  their  valiant  ancestry,  should  be  counted 
traitorous  to  its  posterity  I  " 

''I  think  so  tool"  .Cordelia   agreed  warmly. 

Watt,  lets  see  that  the  city  has  such  a  memorial. 
It  would  be  such  a  splendid  thing  to  leave  behind 
you  I" 

The  Colonel  lenned  forward  in  awe. 
J  i"T«\"!  ^  remarkably  brilliant  woman,  Cor- 
im  i**i;*^*«**-  "  By  George,  we'U  do  it.  but 
1 11  see  that  Cordelia  Blossom  gets  die  credit  for  it  I 
Just  formulate  your  plan  of  action  and  I'll  push  it 
through  I" 

"  You  dear  dear!  ♦»  she  cried.  "  Now  we  have 
something  uplifting  to  woric  fori  It  should  be  a 
great  big  monument.  Watt,  one  which  should  have 
the  proper  proportions  to  be  seen  across  a  good  long 
space,  and  it  should  not  be  so  far  away  that  people 
would  have  to  drive  out  to  see  it.  It  should  be  right 
down  near  the  center  of  the  city  and  —  Why,  Watt, 
I  know  and  she  clapped  her  hands  delightedly. 
The  plaza  I "  ' 
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sJ^  wntto'  ™*  *^°'*""  *"'*^^  ^'^  *  United 

r«^r#'''*  ''^""^  •**"'  ccret^ony/anTrcfai^*to 
go  out  for  a  conference  on  «  matter  he  had  previously 

Selt""*  "^f  u^P^'^*"*-    He  could  not  leavetl 
telephone,  and  he  .at  within  two  feet  of  it  until  it 

"  HeUo,  TumpeUyl "  he  said  with  vast  relief  as 
he  recognized  his  wife's  voice.     "  I.  she  go.^  ?  " 

in.  liZ  M  *•    "^r^  ^"-  ^'^'''    "  I'«  com. 
ing  right  downtown." 

"How  does  it  look?" 

"I  don't  know."  She  hesitated.  "  Everybody  is 
favorable  to  the  project  itself,  but  there^em  to  be 
«)me  very  grave  difficulties  in  the  wav.    J^Tdoyou 

thousand  dolhrs  to  the  cost  of  the  undertaking?  " 
off  ^e  ?J^      •  ^^''  ^""'^'"^  ^'^  ~"  ^'^  «g 

"Add  iti    Say.  TumpeUy,  how  long  wiU  it  take 
you  to  get  down  here  ?  "  »     «*  «  «we 

"I'U  do  my  best,"  she  promised;  "but  this  old 
car  of  mme  is  so  doubtful  of  behaviir-?' 

handmg  this  gift  to  the  people,  you  may  pick  out 
your  own  car  or  have  a  new  one ^ed  hf  y^r 
jnjUmer.     Only  hurry,  or  I  won't  havfa  ^eril 

She  came  in  with  flushed  cheeks  and  sparkling 
eyes,  half  an  hour  later.  »parjuing 

"  I  was  a  good  girl,"  she  bragged.     "  I  saw  the 
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prctticit  new  car  in  the  window  at  Seventh  and 
Broad,  but  I  didn't  stop  a  minute,  although  I  did  slow 
up  a  little." 

"You're  mlv?  wife!"  and  he  grinned.  "Now 
teU  me  the  news.  What's  that  two  hundred  thou- 
sand for?" 

"Something  splendid  I  But  I'U  come  to  that 
afterward.  Jim,  the  Colonel  can't  be  budged.  He 
says  there  is  graft  in  the  plaza  proposition,  and  so 
long  as  there  is  a  cent  of  it,  he  wouldn't  alter  his 
decision  to  save  his  own  property;  and  of  course  von 
can't  blame  him."  ^ 

"Certainly  not."  Fleecer  presented  her  a  per- 
f ectly  sober  face.  "  If  I  were  the  Colonel  I  wouldn't 
stand  fora  doUar  of  it  myself.  He  doesn't  get  any 
of  It.     Where  does  he  think  he's  located  it  ?  " 

in "  ^  ^u  i!^*  °^  *^*  property,"  returned  Mrs. 
Fleecer.  The  Colonel  charges  that,  in  anticipa- 
tion  of  Ae  plaza,  the  property  has  aU  been  tied  up  by 
a  Mr.  Tanner,  and  the  arrangement  is  so  clearly  a 
conspiracy  that  he  will  not  sanction  it  under  any  cir- 
cumstances." 

"  I  see,"  mused  Fleecer.  "  WeU,  I'U  have  to  ac 
knowledge  that  while  the  Colonel  may  be  slow  he's 
fairly  certain.  He's  probably  right,  Georgia  I 
suppose  this  puts  a  crimp  in  the  whole  unprovement. 
What  s  that  extra  two  hundred  thousand  for?  " 

1  "'J*"T^*  ''""^  ***  ***  y***"  ^*^*«  patiently  ex- 
plained.  Cordelia  suggests,  however,  that  Mr. 
lanncr  might  go  to  the  owners  and  return  their  op- 
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Jon.  to  Aem.     Couldn't  lomcthing  of  that  sort  be 
done  without  much  trouble?  " 

mIlT*'J°l      ?'  ^^^'^'^  «'  ^"  »^diouriy  for  a 
moment  and  then  he  dow.y  grinned.     "  It  might  be 

He  was  silent  for  a  moment, 
m.^;    M°u '"  '"^  ^°"''  ^^'^  wytWng  about  sudi 

ing  that  If  Mr.  Tanner  were  nice  enough  to  mvc  their 
opton.  bade  to  the  owners,  they  mijit  be  J^  eful 

be*tira^d\"?°"  "/"^'P'^P'^-     Wouldn't  that 
be  fair  and  busmesslJee  and  unobjectionable  in  every 

donV  ^Z^"^"^  P"^*'  *  *»P"'"«d  limousine,  Fluff,  I 
chucLed.        '"'  "'""^^  ^^  ''  -y  ^-."   i»e 

Her  Aeeks  flushed  a  deep,  rich  red. 

„  You  re  laughmg  at  me,"  she  charged. 

lied     -rrhnrr  ^'"  r '  '?^  -'"P^aticaUy  de- 
jed.       I  m  holding  my  breath  too  hard  fo-  that 
Vhat  you  sucffest   «  9  n,,f-«*i„  ..1 m  .  "*^- 


nied. 


^"K  "'/  oreacn  too  hard  fo-  that 

S-n^feSf "  •  ^'^^  p'™""'  «"^ 

ment— Mfe  ,nd  nne,  and  neat  but  not  gaudr     I. 

nclJ!fC^r^'     Sfccwa,  grave.    "The  Colo- 
h!  fT  *■"**«•«««  cars  now  haw  to  pay  one- 

™  ^t  z  1  Trr  "^  ^^  "^  ^^  ^ 

ran,  but  that,  .ince  the  plaza  wiU  not  be  considered  a 
"reet.  diough  nearly  half  of  it  wiU  be^"„  ;;;^to 
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the  troUef  curs,  the  trtction  company  will  einpe 
•cot-free;  and  the  Colonel  pronounces  thia  another 
Keai« 

."  ^f^  J>ke  the  Colonel  hw  been  thinking,"  ad- 
mitted  Fleecer.  "  Doea  he  know  what  half  that  im- 
provement  would  cost  the  car  company?  " 

"An  enormous  amount,  I  expect,"  returned  his 
wife,  and,  though  the  streetcar  company  has  made 
t  lot  of  money,  I  understand  diat  for  some  strange 
reason  or  other  it's  not  very  rich.  Cordelia  sug. 
gests  that  the  city  might  own  the  plaza  tracks  and 
rent  them  to  the  street-car  ^company." 

"  I  wasn't  kidding  when  I  said  that  you  two  women 
were  runnmg  the  city,"  declared  Fleecer,  lost  in  ad- 
miration.  '  If  my  organization  was  supplied  with 
the  same  kind  of  brains  you  have  in  yours,  it  could 
run  die  earth;  but  I  couldn't  boss  it,  I  guess,"  he 
added  as  a  chuckling  aftcrthou^t.  "What's  that 
two  hundred  thousand  for?  " 

"A  memorial  fountain,  at  the  head  of  the  plaza, 
to  the  heroes  of  the  CivU  War,  both  North  and 
SouAI  she  cndiusiasticaUy  informed  him.  "It's 
Cordelia's  idea.     Isn't  it  splendid  I  "      . 

He  looked  at  her  in  amazement  for  a  moment, 
and  then  he  laughed. 

"  Didn't  I  teU  you?  "  he  demanded.  "  Didn't  I 
say  to  find  out  what  she  wanted?  " 


XI 

Ch'ooiing  the  Sculptor 

MRS.  WYTLIE  MILES,  who  had  won  and  re 
tamed  her  imposing  social  altitude  by  the 
•wnc  masterly  executive  ability  and  dose  penonal 
attention  to  detail  which  would  have  made  her  sue- 
cessful  m  busmess  or  politics,  patiently  massaged 
•way  at  an  annoying  wrinkle  in  her  cheek  while 
Ae  listened  to  dic  daily  report  of  her  secretary. 

w.  „"."?  ?°*^^  ^'•-  "«^«tt'»  n»™c.  I  think, 
Misa  Baird,"  she  decided,  rubbing  industrious^* 
Ac  offending  wnnklc.  She  really  must  discharge 
her  masseuse.  * 

m.'17r  T^u^""  *'  ^  ^••'  *^°?"  »"q«i«d 

Miss  Baird,  who  was  a  trim,  pretty  girl  with  a 
Wul  «»nplexion  and  a  musicalToic^.  or  Mrs 
Wjhc  Miles  would  not  have  had  her  round. 
From  every  list,"  directed  the  social  autocrat 

rrrL'fj-R  ^"'  "#  ^"  ^"'«  ^^^  «"<J  J«  »»- 
«t!e  from "        °'  "^  ''^"''^"  ''  ™  »*»« 

"She  may  a,  well,"  and  Miss  Baird,  making  a 
note  of  the  execution,  smiled. 

"She's    a    hideout   disappointment,"   went   on 
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Mri.  Wyhe  Mflet  impitiently.  making  queer  «i. 

length,  breadth,  depth  and  effect  of  that  oerSf 
C.OU.  wrinkle  "I  don't  know  wha  Vd  dV7^ 
out  you,  chUd,  to  whom  to  .peak  my  hone.t  mTdT* 

Mi..  B.?rd  !itr  '"^  "'.!,'  """'*  y«"'"  '"ponded 
I  m  gouig  to  write  a  novel  «,metime."  ^ 

Wa.t  unt.1  I'm  dead,"  urged  her  employer. 

on?v  ^"1?°"  i"'*  "*'  *»"^  I  ^on»t  object  if  youi 
oiUy  give  Mr..  Hewett  her  ju.t  dcert.!    She'^p! 

dhZS      rl ,  ^  ^*!'d'««ng;  .he  ha.  adopted  my 
fol^rJn"^'.*°"l!  ^'  ^'^*"^'''  *"d  doe.  it  wS 

no.e?    Mr..  Hewett  put  that  there."  ^ 

can"  lIuX  •iIT'  ^•^,«»nething  plea.ant  if  I 
can     laughed  Mim  Baird,  who  loved  her  cvnical 
HiLtrew  with  a  devotion  bom  of  keen  VJ^nT, 
preciation.     "  Among  thi.  mo^g'X^^^^^ 
which  I  am  «,re  you  will  enjoy.     Yourn^hSi  Gc"- 

"o^  zt;::!"  r;V'^  ^^  pro'abie'.^ 

tor.  for  a  twoJiundred-thousand^oUar  memorial 
fountain,  the  fund,  for  which  have  alreadv^n  al 
propriated,"  and  die  n)read  out  a  ftS  fr!^. ".^ 
artide  from  a  Middle  We^  ZslJZ  '^"^ 

mg  shrj!::  ^ f  p'?r ^  '°'«^^  ^-  "-«8- 

Wht  oS  IZ       ^"f  ^"^5^  ^^°  ^»d  wcceMfully 
fought  off  fame.,  with  a  .tern  bravery  and  hideoj 
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J' '  2^ /•'"•  «»  look  it  »B  np  for  tou  ••  „nli^ 

ViiB-ni.  BIo«<»,^    Hi.  fo^iH.    '^°*"*  "'  *« 
one  and  embrW-"  ^  "  '"'"  "  »"«•"« 

reoIiS*]^  •„^''^««»-  of  Baltunore,"  promptly 
replied  Mw  Bau-d,  coMulting  her  nole/  "  HN^^ 

certing  to  find  th«  fh  •  *«""«i»'»ly  di«on. 

" a.  i,  the  pr«id„t  „" t; "c^^  I*   S^°""- 
g^ted  Mi„  Baird.    "She  Jum^d'^^'t  «£ 


158 


Cordelia  BloMom 


vice-prcMdency  to  the  leading  ofioe  at  the  lut  elec 
tion." 

"  Indeed  1 »»  responded  the  atmt  of  Gerald  Howe, 
•erioudy  impreMed,  for  the  hit  Club  everywhere 
wat  »n  organization  to  purely  social  that  to  hold  of. 
fice  in  it  wat  similar  to  the  conunerdal  value  of  a 
good  rating  in  Dun  and  Bradstreet  The  trace  of 
a  cynically  amused  smile  appeared  at  the  comers 
of  her  moudi.  "  It  must  have  been  an  interesting 
election.  I  wonder  whom  she  deposed.  I  only 
need  three  or  four  more  votes  to  justify  me  in  mak- 
ing a  campaign  for  the  presidency  of  the  National 
Isis  organization." 

"  She  has  the  positive  direction  of  this  memorial 
fountain,"  Miss  Baird  pointed  out.  "  It  was  her 
suggestion  to  decorate  an  expensive  new  plaza  which 
the  city  is  building,  and  die  city  council,  in  its  ap- 
propriation  ordinance,  has  specified  that  the  selec- 
tion of  the  design  is  to  be  left  to  a  committee  of  the 
Art  League  of  the  Isis  Club." 

"I  see,"  mused  Mrs.  Wylie  MUes,  returning  to 
the  wrinkle  on  her  cheek.  "  Mrs.  Blossom,  as  presi- 
dent of  the  dub,  will  select  a  committee  upon  whose 
artistic  judgment  she  can  positively  rely.  I  see  diat 
Mrs.  Blossom  herself  is  the  one  who  states  a  pref- 
erence  for  a  memorial  fountain  of  the  types  best 
handled  by  Herrman  Schladermann  or  Gerald  Howe 
or  Henri  Maupassant,  and  makes  no  indication  of 
her  choice  among  these  three.  Miss  Baird,  I  wish 
you  would  arrange  an  interview  for  me  with  Mrs. 
Blossom  on  Isis  Club  matters.     I  think  I  shall  take 
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Mn.  Cordelit  BloMom,  with  the  eahn  end  holy 
toumph  th«t  might  h.vc  been  felt  by  Moh««««l  hS 
he  wcceeded  in  hi.  little  ide.  of  miUdngTmor 
torn  come  to  him,  trrayed  henelf  twtefully  but 
phudy  ,n  «  clo.e.fitting  teupe^Iored  tfteJnoon 
gown,  which  wai  so  simple  as  to  be  deliriously  ex- 

any  touch  of  lavender.    Her  only  note  of  color  was 

Jan  two  thousand  doUars,  and  thus  attired  she  went 
down  to  mspect  once  more  the  careful  arrangement 
of  the  rosei)aneled  reception  room.  On  the  man. 
^itL'^r^  "^l  three  carefully  .elected  piecJi:^ 
Fcrnwood  from  the  exceUent  local  pottery.  On  the 
table  were  tome  photographs  of  memorial  fountains, 
mdudingthe  Gerald  Howe  group  at  BaltiiSlIr™: 
On  a  tabouret  was  a  quaint  Uttle  vau  of  deUcate 
lavender  orchid..  «*«.«» 

Mrs.  Wylie  MUe.  was  reputed  to  have  a  hobby 
for  PromptneM.  Cordelia  did  not  keep  her  w^ 
mg  m  the  agreeable  presence  of  the  orchid,  more 
«r«l  *  J"""?  ""**  •  ^*'^'  *"^  ^^  withstood,  in 
tion  which  the  older  woman  bent  on  her. 

They  were  both  thoroughly  at  ease  as  they  chat- 
ted  of  the  great  aims  and  ambitions  of  the.  Isis  Qub. 
of  Its  ^er  for  good  in  the  land,  of  its  steady  progi 
ress,  of  the  senou.  new  undertakings  which  had  1^ 
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Mrt.  Wylie  Mflci  lo  iatenritw  in  penoo  the  proi. 
denti  of  lome  of  the  letding  Itii  dubt,  lad  they 
■greed  perfectly  on  the  neceMity  of  hiving,  in  the 
nttiontl  orguuMtion,  officen  of  executive  abUity 
tnd  of  commanding  Mdtl  poiition.  It  wat  an  en- 
nobhiv,  «n  uplifting,  a  touUxhUarating  chat,  which 
filled  both  ladies  widi  the  glow  of  pleasant  telf^p- 
probation,  and  enabled  them  to  take  an  accurate 
gtuge  of  each  other. 

They  had  tea  and  tome  olive  tandwichet  and  some 
•tited  ahnonds.    Cordelia  disphiyed  the  Femwood 
ware  and  made  an  influential  customer  for  die  quite 
worthy  local  pottery,  and  listened  raptly  to  a  ten- 
minute  explanation  of  the  ancient  gUzes.  being  ex- 
wUendy  repaid  by  the  pleasure  she  gave.    She  led 
the  talk  to  musical  matters  and  betrayed,  in  passing 
•-oh.  very  lighdy  and  subtly  I  — that  she  knew  of 
Mrs.  Wyhe  MUcs»  audioritative  position  as  a  pa- 
teoness  of  that  art.     DweUing  stiU  on  art  matters, 
she  wandered  from  topic  to  topic,  and  finaUy  men- 
tioned  die  new  uplift  movement  m  her  own  dty. 
»*     JJ?  y*  ^°  ^  congratulated."  warmly  approved 
Mnu  Wyhe  Miles.     "  I  can't  conceive  of  any  nobler 
work  than  to  destroy  unsightly  commercial  buildings 
m  crowded  city  districts,  and  replace  diem  with 
monuments  of  artistic  value.    Have  you  selected  the 
design  for  your  memorial  fountain?  " 

"  Not  yet,"  returned  Cordelia.  "  I  have,  in  fact, 
only  just  appointed  the  art  committee  which  is  to 
deade  upon  the  sculptor.  The  chairman  is  Mrs. 
Georgia  Fleecer,  who  was  one  of  the  Washington 
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»"t  clurmm,  womin.  Md  I  hop.  «,  tawwu*!!! 

mg  witD  t  view  to  Mlectwg  u  artiM.    Thii  »««  «f 

one  which  durmt  me  moit  of  Jl  U  the  ii«»doo. 
tod.  fo«n«.n  by  Ge^Id  Howt  I  ««•.  STw 
^4.1  he  h..  mr  b.«  „t™.t«I  with  4  C 

)wii  mint  be  of  him  I"  '"""'«•  Howprond 
"  I  im,"  «ckiiowI«Jged  the  other  fniMv  "  I'™ 
J4«.ed  «Kl  „K«h.r«J  .nd  enc«i^'-him  f^^ 
^«.  «d  of  coun.  if.  the  d«i,e.t  wiA  of  ZJ^ 
to  see  him  tucceuful  H*  <«.  u-  ji  .  ^  "W" 
briUitntly  when  hi  ;.     •     «"  '^•ndie  large  work 

wouirDrnh.Kl    K      L^%'*  "°^  *°*»  ""<*  hampered, 
would  probably  be  the  foundation  of  die  intern. 

tional  reputation  he  i.  certain  to  make."      "*''""• 

deli.   Ited    '     u  """^  ^""^'  '^  ^'  ^^  "<'  Cor. 
deh.  .tated,   m  her  eye.  an  authoritative  I<Sc 
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whidi  the  tretenn  ounpaigner  very  much  admired. 
There  are  to  be  no  hampering  restrictions  here. 
The  work  of  the  art  committee  will  practically  end 
with  the  selection  of  the  sculptor.  Mrs.  Fleecer 
will  see  that  there  will  be  no  interference  with  his 
ideas.  Moreover,  die  fund  is  dear.  You  know 
how  city  affairs  are  so  often  conducted.  Well,  I  am 
happy  to  say  that  in  this  city  diere  is  positively  no 
trace  of  what  the  politicians  call  graft;  in  connection 
with  art  matters,  no  one  gets  what  is  known  as  a 
rake-o£F.  The  two  hundred  thousand  dollars  is  to 
be  expended  in  die  memorial  fountain  and  in  nothinff 
ebe."  * 

"How  remarkable!"  commented  Mrs.  Wylie 
Miles.  "  I  think  you  must  be  a  thoroughly  clever 
woman,  Mrs.  Blossom." 

"I  have  a  dever  woman  assodated  widi  me," 
laughed  CordeUa.  "  Mrs.  Fleecer  has  splendid  ex- 
eajtivc  ability." 

u^}^^  '"^  '^°"'"  ^^'^^^  ^"-  Wylie  MUes. 

Of  course,  I  am  breathlessly  anxious  for  you  to 
select  Gerald,  and  I'm  as  frank  about  urging  it  w  if 
I  were  representing  a  new  automobile.  I  must  ar- 
range to  have  you  meet  Gerald.  I  do  wish  you  could 
msnage  to  be  in  New  York  on  the  fourteenth.  I'm 
having  a  reception  for  die  Duke  of  Moreacres  on 
WiRt  day,"  she  went  on  cardessly,  after  a  pause, 

and  Gerald  will,  of  course,  be  th*re.  I  shoul(i  be 
so  delighted  to  have  you  and  Colonel  Blossom  come." 

Cordelia's  heart  junked,  but  she  hdd  perfectly 
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^  J  To  dinner,"  Mrt.  WyUe  MUei  hattUy  reurared 

A.}l7^u  •\'".*».«o  ^*  pleaiure,"  accepted  Corw 
dell.,  her  hcwtttion  entirely  vanished.    "  It  would 

riliu  Tf  "l'  ^  "****  y^  ^«»'«^  nephew  10. 
cially,  before  takmg  up  our  art  problem  lerioudy. 
Georpa  met  Mr.  Maupawant  at  a  dimier  at  the 
French  Ambawador*.  i„  Washington,  and  of  coursr 
«  «7'!7/""^  prejudiced  in  his  favor." 
We  11  have  to  have  Gerald  overcome  that  preiu- 
chce,"  Mrs  MUe.  smUingly  gave  in.  "I  woX 
if^  we  could  not  mducc  Mrs.  Fleecer  to  come  widi 

took  the  hberty  of  stating.  She  paused.  "  Does 
*li^f  P*f."  to  ~nfinc  Ws  visit  to  New  York?" 
nn^J  *l"!,  "'  ''"  ^^  ^^^  ^^  ^"^  Wylie  MUes* 
rS«w^  "^*^  ""^'^  ••  •"  infinitestimal,  hairlike 
Atdow,  Aen  It  was  mstantly  gone  and  she  smUed. 

«  Z^^"^  ?'?^*  ^°'  *  '*»"«•  '<««  time. 
My  dear."  she  finaUy  said  with  positive  afTec 

tiongrowmg  in  her  shrewd  eyes,  "I  was  right.  You 
•rtj  vcy,  very  dever  woman."  She  leaned  forw 
ward  and  patted  CordeUa's  plump  hand.  "  My 
oear,  I  am  going  to  send  you  the  Duke  I " 

Half  an  hour  after  the  departure  of  Mrs.  WyUe 
Miles,  who  regretted  so  much  that  her  raUroad  itin- 
erary  wu  so  strirt  that  she  could  not  remain  to  din- 
ner,  Ae  society  ^tress  of  the  leading  Sunday  paper 
called  up  on  the  'phone.  Cordelia,  feeling  «ir^ 
Buttery  and  m  that  state  of  exaltation  which,  in  « 
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weaker  woman,  would  have  found  its  vent  in  tern, 
cxcuicd  henelf  from  the  ehted  Georgia  Fleecer  and 
nntwered. 

"I've  heard  a  wOd  mmor  that  you  have  an 
Eastern  visitor,"  announced  the  society  editress,  who 
was  a  breezy  young  person,  and  who  reported  the 
heart^tcrest  phases  of  aU  the  popular  murders. 
"Is  there  an  item  in  it?" 

"  Hea«e  tell  me  where  you  heard  such  a  rumor? 
eaked  Cordelia. 

"  We're  not  supposed  tp  give  such  things  away, 
and  the  newspaper  woman  laughed. 

"I'm  sorry  to  disappoint  you,"  returned  the  adroit 
Coiddia,  as  careful  about  her  fooQ)rints  as  ever 
jun  Fleecer  had  been. 

edited"  ^^  ^*''*  *  visitor?"  pcrsUted  the' societji' 

"  Yes." 

"  7^°}^^  y**"  '^^  8i^  me  the  name? '» 
It  an  t  worth  whUe,"  replied  Cordelia,  veri^ 
•weet  and  patient  about  it    She  would  be  at  the" 
mercy  of  tins  young  woman  when  she  was  ready  to 
announce  her  attendance  at  Mrs.  Wylie  MUes'  din- 
ner, and  her  own  elaborate  cnteruinments  for  the 
Duke  of  Morea^ei.     "  It  was  really  nothing  which 
^!7u  ^'f  *f  ^^*  mentioned  in  a  social  way." 
All  nghtv     reluctandy  relinquished  the  ncws- 

of  Ae  Is»  Cbb's  Art  League's  probable  choice  of  a 
■culptor  for  the  plaza  memorial?" 
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*u       wno  IS  the  lucky  Kulptor?  " 
Cordelia  turned  to  imile  a^  A-  J!!-i-      ^ 
M  Ac  awwered:  *^*  •^*"«  ^'V* 

"  Gerdd  Howe." 

R^.^tJ^t,""*"""   «-  -o-'O  cu,. 
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The  Dear  Little  Birds 

TIRED  M  the  was  from  her  cnbnlnating  tri- 
umph  of  the  night  before,  Cordelia  BIos- 
•om  primped  her  pretdetit  to  receive  Mrs.  Agnew 
Dawes;  for  Mrs.  Agnew  Dawes  belonged  to  Qara 
Kkyoae's  sacred  inner  circle,  which  was  the  only 
thing  of  any  importance  which  Cordelia  had  not  yet 
removed  from  Mrs.  Pikyune's  control. 

"  My  dear,  I  don't  see  how  you  manage  tp  seem 
so^  fresh  and  charming  after  your  tremendous  enter- 
tainment of  the  only  actual  duke  we  ever  had  in  our 
city  I  •*  complimented  Mrs.  Dawes,  who  was  a  sharp* 
visaged  eyerly  lady  with  a  high-arched  nose  like  a 
wedge,  aad  high-trched  brows  like  croquet  wickets, 
and  lips  so  thin  that  her  mouth  in  repose  looked  like 
a  scratdi. 

"  It's  nice  of  yoa  to  say  so,"  returned  the  pleas- 
ingly round  Cordelia  swecdy,  ignoring  the  possible 
reservation  in  the  word  "  seem."  "  I  think  we  shall 
all  welcome  a  few  days  of  rest,  however.  It  has 
been  radier  a  gay  season  so  far." 

"A  brilliant  one  I"  enthusiastically  agreed  die 
older  woman.  "  And  it  has  all  been  due  to  your 
influence.  You've  set  such  a  pace  that  I  fear  we 
iUid  members  of  die  ancient  regime  shall  feel  com- 
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P^ed  to  leave  the  field  entirely  to  you  giddy  younger 

i  Ji.^""'*'^.*?*  "°*^ "  ^*»'*^««*  "joined,  dread- 
2  to  lo.e  «  „„gle  .cdve  rival,     "wineedyou^ 

u  li  ^""^  "^  ■*^""  substantiality." 

fortable  by  the  sight  of  w£fering.     It  wa.  KanX 

ItluIXTJ^^.^"^'  ^-^^  conSe!3i^J 
•tated  that  the  real  leaden  needed  the  younger^ 
to  give  their  affairs  dash.  /"-ngcr  sec 

^Ta  ^'"'  P*""*"-  "  ^"-  P*y«°«  ^»  been  ac! 
knowledgmg  the  same  personal  disaster.     She  v<^ 

tt^ J,«  "1"  ^  u^'^"^  '°  ~"«~  ^»'  °^  futurir 
temmmcnts  within  very  intimate  limits.!' 

Cordeha  brightened.     So  this  was  die  reason  for 

.T*  f  *^'f.  ~"  ^  "^^^  ""*d  imier  drde  ^  ^ 
intrench  itself,  beginning,  of  course,  with  Ae^r^ 
coming  visit  of  Lord  Bamcasde.^  Her  dSce  JaS 

SSlo  A    '?"  °'*'""'^-    Well.  Qara  Pikyu^e 
did  know  how  to  act  prompdyl 

That  would  be  a  tragedy  I  "  exclaimed  Cordelia 

twch^Mrs'^Da  "^'^  "^^"'^  °^  *»  ^-"x 
wmch  Mra.  Dawes  hoped  to  see  dawning  there- 

consequently,  the  caller  proceeded  to  finish  h!r  ^rL' 

n«;  Ji  ™u  "**^^''  "y  P~*««'"  »»»e  stated.  "  I 
po«*ed  out  that  even  if  die  recent  indisposition  of 
Lady  Bamcastle  would  seem  to  debar  elabo^te  ftn^! 
nons  m  her  honor,  diis  diould  not  be  a  prec^^H^; 
Mrs.  PUcyune's  complete  retirement" 
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«.ttered  beyond  .11  me.«,rc.    So  Clara  Pili,«c^ 
witii  the  oistomtry  blaze  of  glory  I    Since  Clara 

W  o^.r*^rM^  ^  !*'>  ~"'*-^'  "^^  ^o"W  make 
her  parties  so  highly  exclusive  as  to  include  only  those 

ven^  select  person,  whom  Jim  Fleecer,  the  n<4riou. 
political  ganjpter,  had  dubbed  "  The  Old  Guard '» 
Venrdeverl    "  We  simply  won't  hear  of  her ';. 

Dawes  cheerfuUy  "She  would  only  retire  from 
Ae  more  or  less  miscellaneous  affair,  which  have^ 

^Lu  1'T"'t°^  ^"''-  ^^'  ^"  «J^«y  hold 
her  htde  court  I  suppose  you  have  already  M)ld 
your  Mimewan.ett  cottage?'* 

«J«?i*J^«^  "^T'f  ^°''  ''^**''  *^«  Colonel  ha. 
succeeded  or  not."  returned  Cordelia  with  di.con. 

vLw"ff  ^7*"^'  ll''**  ™  ^»'**  remarkable  in 
view  of  the  fact  that  this  was  the  first  she  had  heard 

concemmg  the  sale  of  anybody's  Mimewa^ett  co' 
t«ge.    What  new  was  afoot? 
"The  Colonel  diould  hurry  if  he  wishes  to  se- 

Z\\!?i'  P"«^V  7'"'  °"  *^*  ^^^'^  ^«"«n.  gleam. 
7c  T!L.A  ^1r  "^,^PP-«  shockingly'  since 

Sin'^tJrutr""^-  '"^  ''"'^^  P~P^^  - 

"I«i't  it  Aamefiill"  declared  CordeKa.  glandmr 
2^.rd  the  telephone.    She  felt  the  imperative  n^f 
of  caUmg  up  K>me  very  valuable  people. 
^ .     It .  pitiful  I  "  agreed  Mrs.  Dawes,  the  gleam  of 
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•pet  in  every  wty^"       '^""*™'»««  ""  «  M-I 
_'.'  !!!"i  ^^  ""*  "••"  pondered  Mn.  Dawes    "  » 

^-rjrd.'^Bi^s^^-re.t?'^ 

over  there  w«  too  muA^S™!'    "J^ 

?.«  m^f "^  '"!  ^^  '^^  ^i^^-  ^ 

.^."  "'  -ncomfortrtly  ,eMri«ed  m  to 

-fc"  TJ;*  '^  »  "ri""  <Jr«wb<ic|[,"  groped  CordeU. 

ji»;tit."t^j''ct;r..r„ 

woHia  luce  80  much  to  have  out  there  will  nn*  i,- 
S:  '^^^  '"^    """-"■  *  »  -^^  ado' 

g'r«Ctd*:j^;.s^'^<:st3 

«e^n<r  aW  J*?*"""??   J""   "dioWnft    .nd 
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Cordelit  BIoMom  did  I  bit  of  icting  which  ihould 
h«ve  won  her  t  niche  with  Bernhardt.  She  re- 
Pwwed  every  riny  trace  of  her  frantic  impatience  for 
Mn.  Affiew  Dawct  to  be  gone  out  of  her  home  to 
•he  could  get  to  work. 

*!.  T^  ^/t  ***•  "'^  "**^  *«"^  I*  'WW**  merely 
ttat  Cordeli*  and  aU  die  hordes  which  had  foUowed 
her  nie  to  power  were  not  to  be  invited  to  die  Lord 
and  Udy  Bamcaitlc  fettivitiet,  but  that  Qara 
iTkyune  wat  about  to  set  herself  up  definitely  u  die 
leader  of  a  rigidly  rettriAcd  aristocracy  I  Cordelia 
realized  that  in  securing  the  visit  of  the  Duke  of 
Moreacres  she  had  perhaps  gone  too  far.    She  had 

J  1*°**J"*"^  °^  ^^  ^°""*'  •°°**  dictators  jealous, 
and  they  had  become  insurgent,  Hocking  back  to  dieir 
^nner  leader,  the  astute  Clara  Pikyunc.  If  Mrs. 
Fikyune  could  make  that  sacred  inner  circle  seem 
unattamablc  enough  it  would  form  the  nucleus  of  a 
new  dyMsty  which  might  in  time  swallow  Cordelia's 
own.  She  saw  the  task  that  was  before  herl  She 
was  compelled  to  assault  and  capture  die  sacred  in- 
ner arde  I 

Cordelia,  in  the  midst  of  her  calculating  reverie, 
suddenly  became  aware  that  Mrs.  Dawes  was  talk- 
ing. 

"  ^»  *'"^  "  I  ^«^  you  must  be,"  die  caUer  was 
politely  saying,  "  I  simply  could  not  refrain  from 
dropping  m  to  congratulate  you  on  your  wonderful 
•uccess.  ReaUy,  my  dear,  we're  all  envious  of 
you  I  And.  smUing  widi  grim  satisfaction,  Mrs. 
Dawes  left  Cordelia  to  rankle. 
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CortWM  did  oodUng  of  die  tort    She  cbuhed 

ae  oOled  Ge«»,  Fleecer  nd  be«oght  her  »  com. 

^S^  ".'"l".''"  «"  "Old  Wng  her;  4^ 
^kea^ed  up  her  hudand,  .t  du  meyor'.  ofici.  .S 
""•meted  d>e  d«ed  Colonel  to  kU  dieir  MiZ 

M  tnjr  pnce,  Md  to  tee  whedier  he  could  Mcure  mt 
P«perty  .t  d>e  b««l  of  die  WJcom.  ju«  W,J^  ^ 
Audubon  Re«r«tion.  Then  die  huiirflZiw 
4.  hbr.^  „d  hunted  up  .  country  map,  ^7l" 
«^  4.t  p.rt.«d.r  bend  of  die  Wikom.  end  bt 
c«me  plunged  m  deep,  deep  dunidit 

*    »    • 

wlTa  R    ?   ^»PP«ning,    studied   the   map   of 
Wttoma  Bend  quite  as  earnestly  as  Cordeli.  h.^ 

tz"^  r  ??  r*"  "»'•"  '^"o  de'.' 

kon,"   1,  "  °f  *'«  "  diree^aaner.  of  u 

f^I'.S^fcS?.^    "TlU.i.Uke  buying  thu,; 

fJl^'V  "''^  °~'«''»'   *«  *"•■•>'«  clearing 
f«m  her  brow  «  once.    "  You  h.ven't  h.d  a  rS 

^te^JT/-""  T  "'^V"  ""*  '"  •  I"""  of 
ootenien^  u^„d  „o,e  by  courege  tbu,  by  hope. 

4ey  homed  imo  dieir  wrap..  enKonced  dieLdm 

w  the  wonderful  new  madiine  which  Jim  Flt^, 
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"Stel    I  knew  I  remanbered  it  properly  I »»  ex- 

dtuned  Geor^t  »,  tliey  approtched  Wtkoma  Bend. 

AU  tfui  land  below  »  flat  and  ugly  and  the  river 

n>'Mdi  out  in  a  watte  of  Mndbars.    No  one  could 
build  a  cottage  here  I" 

"  Clara  Kkyune  picked  thii  ipot  with  her  own 
W  decided  Cordelia,  admiring  the  abilities  of 
the  ruler  whom  the  had  deposed.  "  What  a  lovely 
place  over  there  I"  ' 

The  road  now  swerved  straight  for  the  river,  just 
where  Ae  Wakoma.  after  its  broad,  dear  sweep 
round  the  bend,  emerged  to  spread  itself  out  over 
the  marsh.    The  banks  here,  shaded  and  tufted, 
slq>ed  gently  down  to  the  dear  water,  and  on  the 
odier  side  of  die  public  highway  wu  a  wooded 
paradise,  die  beauty  of  whidi  not  even  die  gaunt 
brandies  of  winter  could  conceal    Wakoma  Bend 
was  a  knob  round  whidi  die  stream  swept  m  a 
gleeful  curve,  and  beyond  it  was  die  Audubon 
Keservation,    holding    die    upper    readi    of    die 
Wakoma   m   its  embrace  like  a   crexent    The 
•tream  widened  here  into  a  dear  litde  lake  ahnost, 
and  m  its  cahn  surface,  fringed  widi  diin  sheet  ice. 
was  reflected  die  deep  blue  of  die  winter  »I:y  and 
die  long,  straight  trce-trunks  of  die  island  beyond. 
.u    A  ^^*  "!^  Gtor^z  drove  up  to  die  head  of 
the  Audubon  Reservation,  where  die  land  broke  into 
flat  countoy  again  and  die  stream  became  a  mere 
muss  in  the  landscape,  dien  diey  came  bade  to  die 
knob,  abghtcd  from  dieir  car  and  explored  die  lo- 
cation  on  foot    Right  in  die  center,  in  die  most 
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.  lilrie  «m>oth  .tide  which  lud  been  driv«7b^^ 

SSHf' Jv'^cK  y'^^r:^*  •^'k  «d  it  had  .ome 
writing  on  ,t    She  puUed  it  out  ind  reid  the  writ- 

"ClubHoiiierd,eg.H,ed.    "Why.  Georglt. 
Ae  entire  colony  hu  been  organized,  and  I  eupSSS 

work!  There  •  jurt  about  room  on  the  bend  for  a 
club  house  and  fifteen  or  twenty  cottages,  and  the 
ground  has  probably  aU  been  pcJtioned'S."  "^ 
This  truly  looks  like  it,"  agreed  Geonria  i»«li. 
ijg  the  litde  stick  back  in  tiieTounr^;;,^^^^ 

htde  sticks  which  would  teU  us  just  who  have  lota 

4.  1   °  m  down  widi  a  paper  and  pencU  and  write 

™«^"'*-Jt"^^T-  ^'«^*'  '^^  A«  «»«  road 
«:«««Ag  JightM  front  of  it,  and  diat  camp  crowd 
o^v  I  don't  think  tire  beautiful  Audubon  W 
vation  IS  a  good  place  for  tiie  birds." 

.         .       ♦     ♦    ♦ 

fjf^  an  urgent  command  from  botii  women, 
Jim  Hcecef  came  out  to  dinner  with  his  poUtiod 
enemy.  Colonel  Watterson  Blossom,  and  he  Cdm 
been  in  tiie  house  more  tiian  tiiirty-two  seconds  be- 

hSrJV'^'r^^".*!  '^^"'"^  ^~  °^  *«  brown, 
haired  Cordelia  and  die  black-h.ired  Georgia,  tiut 
he  was  already  m  tiie  deptiis  of  anodier  ci4ai^  of 
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the  sort  which  made  his  poUdcal  experiences  seem 
like  nothmg  else  than  child's  play. 

"  WeU,  TumpeUy,"  he  observed  to  his  wife,  as  he 
gave  her  the  customary  smack  of  evening  greeting, 
"teU  us  the  joke."  •«  is     ung, 

"It  isn't."  she  laughed.  "You  go  right  on  up 
with  the  Colonel  and  get  ready  for  dinner.  How 
hungry  are  you?" 

"  Too  hungry  to  be  a  decent  guest,"  he  confessed 
m  sober  truth. 

"  Then  I  shan't  tell  you  until  after  the  fish,"  she 
declared,  pushing  him  toward  the  stairway. 

"I  don't  know  about  going  up  with  the  Colonel," 

he  protested  widi  twinkling  eyes.    "  We  had  a  vio- 

lent  debate  aU  the  way  out,  on  the  never-failing  sub- 

jcct  of  practical  politics  versus  political  purity." 

The  debate  is  forgotten  so  long  as  we  are  under 

2'i  '°l.'  'J^P°"^***  *'  ^°^°"«1'  »'»n<Jing  t«U  and 
stiff  m  his  black  Prmce  Albert  on  the  bottom  stair. 

«  T  ST'^^V**?*'*  ?^  y°"'"  «*non»«hcd  Cordelia. 
I  thmk  Wash  is  already  becoming  nervous  about 
his  dinner." 

"  You  may  rest  assured  that  we  shaU  not  remain 
long  away  from  two  such  charming  ladies,"  promised 
the  Colonel  gaUantly.  and  he  led  the  way,  with  no 
other  unpression  of  the  charming  ladies  than  that 
they  seemed  unusually  sparkling.  Jim  Fleecer 
grmned  contmuously  as  he  made  his  toUet,  and  won- 
dcrcd  what  startUng  new  intrigue  they  had  launched. 
Whatever  tt  might  be,  he  fdt  quite  sure  that  he  and 
the  Colonel  would  dance  to  the  music 
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True  to  Georgia's  promise,  nothing  but  frivolity 

accompamed  the  first  two  courses,  but,  «  soon  as  £ 

fish  was  deared  away,  Cordelia  began  with  her  newly 

acquired  interest  in  the  warbling  birds.  ^ 

Georgia  and  I  have  just  been  out  to  see  the 

not  believe  the  location  wefl  chosen." 
Jim  Fleecer  looked  at  his  wife  and  smiled. 

birdii    *"^°''*^.  ^l'  '°  ^'  ^*  "»°«*  fashionable 
Wlut  •  their  objection  to  it?  " 

of  It,    Cordelia  eame.dy  informed  liim.     "  Bcides 

,W  wtt""  T*!'  "?P  »  «°  >«  located  adjoining 
.t  at  Walcoma  Bend,  and  that  wiU  make  it «,  dread- 
fiiUy  noijy  for  the  bird^  right  in  the  newing  «a»n  " 
By-Ae-way.  Cordelia,"  ,aid  the  Colonel.  •'Vou 
wiU  p«^  die  digrewioB,  I  know,  but  I  tomdt 
f^elj-  «.po»bl.  to  «c«r.  any  p'roperty  ^W  ! 
^Bend.  It  w«  p^thaaed  by  the  Wakoma 
Court  Club,  of  which  Mrs.  Clara  Kkvune  ii  H,, 

uX:*'!,""?-    '  ""''^  her  aCt  i     t^t 
unfortunately  the  property  ha,  aU  been  p.,;elrf 

women,  who  had  never  dreamed  that  he  would  blun- 

n,^""  i*^*^'  T!'  ""^  "Petful,"  the  Colonel 
.^Syl-;i°i'  ""*«««•  "«»«  goatee  with  the 
•adsfaction  of  «  man  who  has  done  hi.  duty  thoi! 


176 


Cordelia  Blossom 


oughly     "  She  seemed  to  be  quite  u>ny  that  we  had 
not  apphed  in  time." 

.*  "  T^**7"  ''''y  •'^^^  o^  *»«'»"  "turned  the  in- 

.umi  '?r^^^  ^r  *°".'  ''^'y  P^"»«*  «d«cd."  re- 
sumed  the  complacently  unconscious  Colonel.     "I 

H^Z^A  k"  ?"'  y*'"  ""^"^^  ^«  ^^Or  keenly  di«ip. 
pointed,  but  I  was  sorry  afterward  that  I  had  been 
so  mconside-ate.  for  she  seemed  deeply  pained." 

This  was  too  much  I  -  The  women  laughed  hys- 
ten^Uy  at  each  other,  and  then  Cordeliaf  chokk^ 

«  Yn^f  ^  ~™^  ""**  ""^  *  moment,"  she  suggested. 

lou  11  excuse  us,  won't  you?" 

"Certainly,"  giggled  Georgia.     " I  want  to  talk 
with  Jim  a  mmute  anyhow." 

hi.^wf/'T'l  *"^  ^^^^'^  *»  ^°  ^»  "J«*«°"»  with 
^^   l^    "'  r.'*'!"'^  ^*"«"»"*  "  *o  W.  relation, 

2  w  K*t     *?  J°  ?*  *»"^  »^  *«  same  moment 
old  Wash  brought  in  the  roast 

ZL         f "^7^°»«  f*^«  was  red.    « I  am  thor- 
AUr^'T'^  ^^\  "^^  ^"*^»^"  Reservation  is 

"  I      K.  u 'u  ®"'  '^^'^  »'*  *^  *°  be  moved?  » 

^      It  jhould  be  very  simple."  urged   Cordelia. 

Watt  IS  the  mayor,  and  you  have  so  much  experi- 
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Cdol^f  ''"n.tZ  "  '"^«^"  objects  the 

b«t.r  in  „ery  w,y  fofZurSr^""  "^"*  "" 

Its  being  outside  the  dtv.  howev*^  s.  -.  •* 
Wow  to  u,.»  commented  Geo^a^SAaTr   * 
deha  would  eventually  make  S!  r  i    ^*     **  ^°'' 
his  duty  lay.  ^  **  ^°^°"*^  »««  '^ew 

"  There's  always  some  way  to  get  at  it,"  Fleecer 
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comforted  her.  "  That  Audubon  Reservation  was 
willed  to  the  county  by  Miss  Emily  Spruce,  but  she 
didn't  give  the  actual  land.  She  left  the  money  to 
buy  it  with,  so  there's  no  perpetual  deed  to  fuss  up 
with.  The  county  commissioners  bought  it  only  iast 
year  and  they  may  not  have  let  go  of  the  money  yet. 
It's  probably  drawing  interest  for  the  boys.  I'll  see 
Joe  Adams  to-morrow  and  find  out  how  the  box  is 
stacked." 

"  Then  that's  settled,"  said  Cordelia  with  a  sigh 
of  relief.  "  I  suppose  we'll  nave  to  draw  straws, 
Georgia,  to  see  which  one  gets  the  south  half." 

*     *     * 

Joe  Adams  came  into  Jim  Fleecer's  bare  little  sup- 
posititious real-estate  office,  smoking  a  long,  crooked 
stogie  and  chewing  the  end  of  it  at  one  and  the  same 
time.  He  shoved  his  soft  felt  hat  on  the  back  of 
his  head,  propped  his  mud-laden  boots  on  the  waste- 
basket,  and  crossed  his  hands  comfortably  over  his 
latest  assortment  of  free  lunch. 

"Well,  Captain,  what's  the  good  word?"  he 
asked. 

"  Pretty  quiet,'*  returned  Fleecer,  surveying  the 
county  commissioner  with  the  thoughtful  air  of  a 
workman  gauging  his  material  "  Say,  Joe,  that's  a 
rotten  place  you  boys  picked  out  for  your  bird  farm." 

"  Why  didn't  you  tip  us  the  word  you  had  some 
land  to  sell?  "  demanded  Adams,  immediately  on  the 
defensive. 

"  I  haven't  and  hadn't,"  denied  Fleecer.  "  I  just 
think  it's  a  rotten  place,  that's  all." 
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.*Y  "n-,.  ^'""'  «■  ««d  turn  it  over."  "* 

there  .  hills  and  there's  water,  and  at  the  bacTSere's 
even  a  meadow.  Why.  Arthur  Hilbert-lhe'a  L 
bird  warden  out  diere  — U  «.  k,t*-  I  .  °" 
that  I  look  to  fin!?  k  »  i^  r*"y  *^°"'  ''^^  ''J«« 
the  big  eb[,  •'       "^  ^'  '  ""^^  ^™  *  "»»^  •"  O"^  of 

«  yJ?^^**^^'*  °'  *  P*"*'"  »  Art^'c?  "  a«kcd  Fleecer 
^?  I^ut"  '"  '"  ^"'^°*^  "^"^  I  -"  "J«p^'' 

Ad£^t:"jurrt:^^;^-^^ 

Gee,  that  was  a  jolt  for  vou  T?ml  \™""  "^fy^'- 
couldnV  o*f    *j"\'^wyou.JimI    I  understand  you 

rX  Jn  i-  P'™""°"  to  P"U  off  a  chewing-™^ 
niffle  ,n  this  town,  and  aU  the  old  happy  dea^ 
crowd  is  starving  to  death  "  "can-up 

v.oionci  Watterson  Blossom  for  excellent  reasons  of 
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hit  own  — and  Georgia's  and  Cordelia's.    "How 
about  Artie?" 

Well,  he'i  kept  company  with  the  birds  so  long 
that  he  cheeps  when  he  ulks;  but  still  he's  some  hu- 
man, •  considered  Adams  carefully.  "  He's  this  kind 
of  a  guy:  If  you'd  hand  him  an  open-faced,  honest 
thousand^oUar  bill  he'd  turn  in  a  fire  alarm;  but  if 
you  d  slip  that  thousand-doUar  biU  in  the  bottom  of 
a  bag  of  peanuts  he'd  eat." 

"  He'd  eat  for  less  then,"  decided  Fleecer  out  of 
his  profound  knowledge  of  men.  "  You  teU  Arthur 
I  want  to  see  him.  Who  owns  that  island  across 
from  the  bird  farm?'* 

"MortMiUer.  It  ain't  an  island,  you  know,  o»ily 
m  the  spring  thaw.  We  come  mighty  near  buying 
Aat  of  Mort  with  Miss  Emily  Spruce's  money,  but 
the  stingy  old  cuss  wasn't  liberal  enough  in  his  ideas 
about  the  rebate." 

"I  suppose  Mort  has  repented  by  this  time" 
mused  Fleecer. 

;•  He  ain't  smiled  since!  "  triumphed  Joe  Adams. 

bend  Mort  m,"  directed  Fleecer;  "but  don't 

offer  him  any  encouragement    Take  my  word  for  it 

that  you  boys  are  in  on  aU  there  is  to  this,  but  don't 

^^  to  help  too  much.    Leave  it  to  me." 

"  I'm  listening,"  assented  Joe  Adams  with  awak- 
ening eagerness  which  was  already  keen  enough  to 
make  him  puU  his  feet  out  of  the  waste-basket. 
Where  s  the  play  on  diis  Audubon  bird  farm  any- 
how?     I  don't  quite  make  you." 

Jim  Fleecer  smiled  remim'scently. 
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••  &i^ir/'7  "''?'^'  '  "W»el  ■•  mocked  Adam, 
for  you  it'll  be  ,  1m  of^rk  W^  ''""  *".""' 
it  yourself?"         "**  "^  entries.    Do  you  want 

Fl^^Jr   ''"would  ?°;   '°"   boneheadi"   frowned 
™L     .  ,*^°"'<^  ^  ^"M  »n  with  it  if  I  didn't?  " 
Tiien  It's  yours,"  promised  Adams     "  BuV  «i. 
didn't  you  say  so  in  the  first  place  ?'•  ^  "^^ 

with  d,e  A^nZTZ,,  ^-  :"~^  '"«  tested 

bad  f«  *.  bSL"bi^r^s,'"r\'r?  rr"' 

«o  attract-  also  ««,-.  i    /  T     °'  """"^  be  hoped 
Prinkey  moM   JSS,  *'  '""  "'«  "«bm  of 

'^/o  iT^ta-ttaS:;  ioSSra  t:'*'* 
-H^^n  *.  »rr;". -t'.^'?.Sed'- 
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privacy  for  the  birds  —  «  ihtmeful  condition  of  af- 
fairs I  The  bird  warden  was  an  authority  in  his 
chosen  calling,  he  modestly  pointed  out,  and  he  must 
mainuin  his  reputation;  consequently  he  must  feel 
impelled  to  resign  unless  conditions  were  changed. 
Either  the  road  or  the  Audubon  Reservation  would 
have  to  be  moved;  preferably  the  latter,  on  account 
of  the  cherapee  plant  and  the  prinkey  moss. 

Two  days  later  the  courthouse  reporters  for  the 
various  papers  made  quite  a  sensation  of  the  fact  that 
a  flaw  had  been  discovered  in  the  documents  which 
were  supposed  to  deed  the  Audubon  Reservation  per- 
petually to  the  county  as  a  bird  forest;  consequendy 
the  entire  transaction  was  null  and  void. 

One  week  later,  Cordelia  Blossom  and  Georgia 
Fleecer  walked  smilingly  into  the  office  of  the  archi- 
tect who  was  drawing  the  plans  for  Wakoma  Court, 
and  discussed  with  him  the  designs  for  two  bungalows 
on  the  former  Audubon  Reservation. 

Mr.  Wright  was  most  happy  to  accommodate. 

"  I'm  so  very  glad  indeed  that,  you  secured  that 
beautiful  location,"  he  told  them.  "The  Wakomr 
Court,  though  it  aflfords  a  delightful  opportunity  for 
grouping,  is  a  trifle  too  compact  to  be  as  effective  as 
I  should  like.  The  ladies  of  the  committee  have  all 
along  been  r-gretful  that  we  could  not  add  this  in- 
ward sweep  of  the  river  to  die  ensemble,  and  I  know 
that  they  must  be  very  much  delighted  that  you  have 
secured  it.  Of  course  you  will  wish  to  carry  out  the 
same  general  idea  of  design." 

"  WeU,  yes,"  agreed  Cordelia;  "only  with  some 


iff 
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morf  .pii:?^  ^"'  ''  *•  ^-^  '^''  '''  ^'^  ^  «»ch 

wiilT'u^^"  enth«.iMtic«Uy  .„ented  Mr. 
Wnght,  who  wa.  «n  eamwdy  .rdttic  young  num 

r.M  K  ^/7  "^^  ^'«''  '*»«*  •*  «*^«  *  f*!**  effect™ 
ex  tlv".h*^""^^  "  y^''  ^'"^  circ«m.t«,ce  give,  «. 
fnl  ^T?"  °PP*f»n'^  we  need  for  effective  group. 
Jin  ^        u°"'  ^"««*°w  .hould  have  a  long,  \<m 

fnlLv  '  *""  ;  ^'"'*=  '^'y*  *^  ^•'^^  »'  «  command, 
mg  po..t^n  over  the  adjoining  Wakoma  Court  .trut 

Sed  h  '^f  -7 '"d. Hatching  up  a  pencil  he 
•ketched  the  entire  river  bend  with  all  its  buUding.. 
.howmg  Cordelia  Blowom'.  bungalow  a.  quiteX 
dominant  note  in  die  composition.  ^ 

Dlea.;5"h"  ''  T''^'^'"  "''^  ^°'^«««.  W«Wy 
pleased,  her  moudi  a  rosy  dimple 

mI^^T'  "'?™T  ^*""  P^y""«  ""»e  in  with 

l.ti7rem"*^'"Tr  '^''^  ^°rt""««I"  he  congratu- 
lated  them.       It  seems  a  most  remarkable  chain  of 
circumstances  by  which  the  Audubon  Reservation  Aa 
you  wanted  so  badly  has  been  added  to  Wakoma 

Mrs.  Fleecer.  Isn't  it  a  magnificent  composition?  " 
and  beaming  with  pride  he  pointed  out  the  command- 
ng  bungalow  of  Cordelia  Blossom,  flanked  by  the 

iyt2,:7crrtf  ^"''^*  "^"^"'^  ^""«^-  -^ 
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No  draimittnce  had  ever  turpriied  Clara  Pik^une 
Into  an  undiplomatic  statement.  Her  first  thought 
was  to  cast  a  warning  glance  at  Mrs.  Dawes,  but  the 
thin  line  which  marked  that  lady's  mouth  had  disap- 
peared entirely,  and  a  green  pallor  had  settled  so 
decidedly  on  her  sallow  countenance  that  it  seemed 
as  if  it  had  become  permanent. 

Mrs.  Pikyunc,  whose  lifetime  amusement,  aside 
from  social  campaigning,  had  been  the  study  of  symp- 
toms, felt  her  heart  thumping  slowly  in  a  far  different 
portion  of  her  anatomy  than  she  had  ever  previously 
noticed  it;  but  the  fact  diat  it  seemed  to  be  feebly 
at  work  in  the  neighborhood  of  her  waist-line  did 
not  for  the  moment  alarm  her  in  the  least.  She  was 
too  much  concentrated  on  other  matters. 

"Did  Mrs.  Blossom  and  Mrs.  Fleecer  see  our 
plans?  "  she  presently  managed  to  articulate,  though 
somewhat  raspingly;  and  all  her  triple  creases  were 
in  sharp  evidence;  cheeks,  brow,  neck  I 

"  Oh,  yes,"  Mr.  Wright  blithely  assured  her,  per- 
fecdy  happy  in  the  artistic  treat  which  had  been  se- 
cured for  aU  of  them.  "They  inspected  each  one 
of  the  houses  and  were  highly  delighted  widi  them. 
Theirs,  of  course,  will  be  along  the  same  lines,  only 
a  trifle  more  elaborate  and  ornate,  since  they  are  com- 
pelled to  build  them  larger  on  account  of  the  immense 
amount  of  space  they  have.  I'm  just  detailing  die 
stucco  work  for  the  club  dining-room  mantel. 
Should  you  like  to  see  it?  " 
"  Not  this  afternoon,  I  think,"  Mrs.  Pikyune  man- 
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HSf  5'? V**  l**^"*  ""^  *«  *^«  'worthy  ladies 
tottered  forth  to  the  fresh  outside  air. 

•    *     • 

..  3?*if''''*"*  **^*"*  ^^  **""««  P«^««  "dded  delight 
to  Ae  happy  conversation  of  Cordeli.  Blossom  and 

WsWer^"  '"  ^'  ^'  ^"^  «"^*  -"•  «^  *« 

courtw  th  a  fountam  in  the  center;  yours,  I  thi^ 
^  CoX"'  "'•'  •"  ""^  ""•  ''^""^^ " 

wSa?.»         ^*~"  "^'  **^«^'  '"  picturesque  bal 

edlv^lJJ'""-  u"  ?"PP'«"«"^«d  Cordeh-a  exdt- 
ediy;     leading  right  down  to  the —." 

"Oh,  yet,  I  know  I"  interrupted  Georoia:  "the 
terracet  blend  in  with  the—"  ^~'P*'     »e 

Corddi*  **  ""^^^^  decorative  scheme,"  broke  in 

.  "  ^  """« '  "  "greed  Georgia.  "  That  makei 
the  Wakoma  Court  in  reality  a  part  of  X  S 
of  our  bungalowil"  *"«  uewgn 

Ski    ?  i°"'  ""^  *'"  ****  '^^  '^Wed  to  laugh 
W.A  each  other  out  of  the  .heer  joy  of  living.       * 
A  neat  little  messenger  girl,  her  blue  uniform  so 
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sprinkled  with  brass  buttons  that  she  looked  as  if  she 
had  broken  out  with  them,  came  trotting  up  to 
Georgia  with  a  friendly  smile,  and  studied  the  plumes 
and  furs  and  gloves  and  complexions  of  both  ladies 
intently,  while  Mrs.  Fleecer  picked  up  the  call  slip 
from  the  prl's  silver  tray. 

"It's  Mr.  Fleecer,"  puzzled  Georgia.  "  He's  on 
the  'phone.  I  do  wonder  what  he  wants  I  "  and,  ex- 
cusing herself,  she  hurried  away,  for  it  wasn't  like 
Jim  to  call  her  up  unless  he  had  something  important 
to  communicate.  He  corroborated  her  judgment  of 
him  as  soon  as  he  heard  her  voice. 

"  I've  chased  you  all  over  town  by  'phone.  Rib- 
bons," he  told  her.  "  Is  Mrs.  Blossom  with  you?  " 
"Yes,  Jim;  what's  happened?"  she  anxiously 
wanted  to  know,  and  jumped  to  a  conclusion  because 
he  had  mentioned  Cordelia.  "  There's  no  hitch  in 
the  property?" 

"  Oh,  no,  there  isn't  any  hitch,"  he  ambiguously 
assured  her;  "  but  you're  going  to  drop  dead  when 
I  hand  you  some  hot  Joe  Adams  information." 

"Quick!  What  is  it? "  she  begged  him,  instantly 
fearing  the  worst,  although  quite  unable  to  guess 
what  the  worst  might  be. 

"  I  have  to  be  where  I  can  catch  you  when  I  tell 
you,"  he  chuckled.  "  Don't  worry.  Fluff,  but  you 
and  Cordelia  bring  your  smelling  salts  and  I'll  take 
you  over  to  the  Hotel  Gilder  for  a  bite.  Where 
shall  I  meet  you?" 

"  We've  a  men's  reception  parlor  at  the  club,  you 
know,"  she  hesitantly  suggested. 
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I  might  meet  another  man  up  there  and  we'd 
embarrass    each   other,"    hastily   refused    Fleecer. 
1 U  run  over  and  meet  you  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stain." 

men  he  saw  their  faces,  and  especially  when  he 
felt  the  nervous  tingle  of  Georgia's  hand  on  his  arm, 
his  conscience  smote  him  for  having  frightened  them 
so. 

"  If  you  wait  to  tell  us  until  we're  at  die  tabled 
1 11  scream,"  his  wife  threatened  him. 

.  ,  J  u  *'  *".r*."  **'"^  '^"^  y°"'"  <Jo  »t  anyhow,"  he 
told  her        Girls,  you'll  have  to  take  off  your  bon- 
nets  to  Mrs.  Pikyunc.     She's  put  one  over  on  you." 
Cordelia  drew  a  deep  breath. 

J' We've  been  expecting  that,"  she  acknowledged; 

but  we  reaUy  didn't  see  much  she  could  do  unless 
she  changed  her  architect.  She  couldn't  give  up  the 
whole  plan,  because  she  has  publicly  committed  her- 
Mlt  to  It,  and  has  given  out  such  elaborately  en- 
thusiastic  details." 

"Oh,  no,  she  hasn't  given  up  her  plan;  she's  only 
made  It  more  exclusive,"  and  big  Jim  Fleecer  grimied 
[M;yiy,  out  of  his  great  admiration  for  genius, 
-^ic  road  round  die  bend  is  to  be  a  private  drive, 
and  the  pubhc  road  now  cuts  across  the  base  of  the 
bend,  from  just  in  front  of  your  property  to  the 
marsh  road.  They're  going  to  build  a  fussy  wall, 
«  xiJ",  '""•^*"'«d  8a*«  «nd  a  gatehouse,  shutting 

°?  J'^Tu  ^°"'t/~"»  '^^  8«"  of  the  common 
people.  They've  all  donated  a  slice  off  die  rear  end 
of  their  lots  to  make  the  new  road,  in  addition  to 


i88 


Cordelia  Blouom 


p«Ming  t  pretty  token  to  the  county  comnuMionen. 
rour  bungalows  will  be  on  the  other  side  of  the  ordi- 
nary or  public  highway,  just  outside  the  fence  I " 

Let's  don't  talk  about  it  any  more  until  we  are 
at  the  table  I "  begged  Georgia. 


XIII 

Begging  a  Bandstand 

plORDELIA  BLOSSOM  called  on  Mrs.  Agncw 
V-4  Dawes,  fairly  bubbling  with  enthusiasm  for  a 
vivid  new  public-welfare  movement. 

Vm  begging  to^iay,"  she  sweetly  dimpled.    "  I 
want  a  swing."  '        f  x 

"A  swing?  »  repeated  Mrs.  Dawes,  smiling  with 
wch  encouragement  as  could  be  expressed  by  a 

bZn!!  T    irj  "°?"r^y  "«ftd  that  her  contri- 
buton.  should  be  only  the  most  public^pirited  ones. 

r„J*i:*      «i7  "^  recreation  park,"  explained 

^ee.  wd  the  grass  and  the  Bowers  and  the  fresh  air, 
land  1  *°'?f  '"^  ^""l  *'"*  »  ^"««  *"<*  o^  wood! 
carrowal  and  a  bandstand  and  a  dancing  pUtfom,." 
"  H.«.     *  ^o^y  project!  "  approved  Mrs.  Dawes. 

«  S^  ''°"  ^«"ded  on  a  location?  " 
trace  of  ••"?  factly,"  replied  Cordelia  with  a  slight 

ste«ll'".'^Tl-  f^^^'-^  I  t»ke  any  definite 
steps  I  want  to  find  out  just  how  well  supported  the 
^ea  will  be,  and  I  thought  I  could  best  VSl  that  by 
mrjng  my  subscription  list;  so  I  came  to  you  firsi 

«»9 
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It  seemt  to  me  you're  preparing  to  thoulder  the 
largest  part  of  the  burden,"  reflected  Mr..  Dawe.. 

I  really  diould,"  smiled  CordeUa,  "  because  it's 
njy  project;  but  the  glory  wiU  be  equally  divided, 
although  Mrs.  Fleecer  is  donating  half  die  land." 
Georgia  Fleecer  I  Mrs.  Dawes  began  to  have  a 
vague  feclmg  of  uneasiness. 

"  T'^!".  *""'*  """y  available  locations  for  such 
a  park,"  she  hinted. 

"  Not  so  very  many,"  agreed  Cordelia;  "  that  is, 
not  so  many  which  fiU  the  ideal  conditions.  It  should 
be  in  a  big  wooded  place,  where  there  are  hills  and 
rodcs  and  shade,  and  running  water  for  skiff-ridinir. 
and  a  stretch  of  flat  land,  too,  for  racing  tracks  and 
such  things.  It  should  not  be  too  far  away  from  the 
city  and  should  be  where  the  streetcar  company  can 
run  out  a  line  to  it." 

"Such  a  location  might  be  very  diflicult  to  find." 
ventured  Mrs.  Dawes,  the  line  of  her  lip,  growing 
thmner.  "You  haven't  the  slightest  idea  where  it 
Will  be,  I  suppose?" 

u  y^'  "^^^  5"*^  !V'  <^°"fid«ndy  promised  Cordelia. 

If  you  wUl  furmsh  a  swing,  and  Mrs.  Fikyune  a 

banifatand.  and  the  other  ladies  who  have  the  most 

Z  ll  r  ^  u^**'^?^  /°''  "^^  P^°^^«  *^«  remainder 
of  the  furnishmgs,  I  think  you  may  trust  Mrs.  Fleecer 
and  myself  to  accomplish  what  we  set  out  to  do." 

I  have  no  doubt  of  that,"  grimly  agreed  Mrs. 
Dawes.  You  are  so  capable  and  energetic  and 
certam  of  accomplishment,  both  of  you  I  I  shall  be 
very  glad  indeed  to  provide  a  swmg  or  anything  else 
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if a'tr.  ""%  ^'"*^  '•  '"y  ^»''  P^'^io"-     I  think 
It  a  moit  sweetly  generous  thought  to  dve  the  no«^ 

people  such  a  beneficial  pleasure!  "  '^ 

be^^n?'^  l^^  ^x?*^'^*"  '°"'^""«d  o»  h«'  round  of 

"This  is  Mrs.  Dawes,  of  the  Wakoma  Court 

wete"rr""/"  t  ''«^^-     "How Toon  may 
we  see  the  design  for  the  new  entrance  gate  ?  " 

w-;/    T^  ^^^  "°^'"  *»«  *oW  her;  "  but  if  you 

nr"'  ^'J^?  ^  "^»"  ^»^«  «»  ""^ber  of  other 
drawings  ready  for  you  " 

.1?  !?■      /''•*5-'"y.  fcw  «w  you  coming  on  with 

"Not.t  all,"  he  crisply  responded  "Mr.  ni». 
«m  »d  Mrs.  Fleecer  Aink  S,«  4e  new  ^"^ 
r..d«y  d««,y  the  composition  we  hTd  Zned 
and  I  heamly  agree  with  diem.  They  may  not  S 
at  aU.  wh,ch  would  be  a  pity.  I„  fa^Tdon^S 
tZ:t-^r  '^  •«-  K-V™  n-e  perem^t; 

*        *        ♦ 

w«!l?r5i"P°"^''  "^^'^  «  »^«"»Iy  ^  if  that  iuUty 
wretch  hfid  been  the  direct  cause  of  his  call 
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She  heard  Mr.  Adami  take  hit  feet  down  off  tome- 
thing  as  the  dexended  die  itain,  and  the  found  that 
gentleman  with  hii  loft  hat  cruihed  under  hii  arm 
tnd  hit  half.imoked  stogie  in  his  hand.  He  had  put 
out  the  hght  with  his  heel  on  the  stone  steps. 

Good  afternoon,  ma'am,"  he  greeted  her,  rising 
to  his  fuU  gaunt  height.  "  I  couldn't  find  BiU  Clark, 
and  I  thought  I  ought  to  put  you  in  touch  with  the 
latest  none  about  your  Wakoma  Bend  works.  It's 
a  shrill  piece  of  news." 

"That's  very  kind  of  you,"  conceded  Mrs.  Pik- 
yune,  striving  to  grasp  his  meaning  without  askinff 
any  questions.  * 

"  WeU,  it  isn't  just  because  I'm  a  good  feUow,"  he 
generously  corrected  her;  « it's  because  I'm  afraid 
we  cant  deliver  the  gooA.  Your  agent,  Clark, 
handed  me  a  bunch  of  your  money  to  split  up  among 

the  county  commissioners  to  poke  through " 

"  Wait  just  a  moment,"  interrupted  Mrs,  Pikyune 

hut  If  Mr.  Clark  gave  you  any  money—" 

Ah,  let's  don't  be  fussy  about  that,"  Joe  Adams 
kindly  reassured  her  "We  got  it,  and  we  issued 
that  permit  for  the  change  of  the  road;  but  you  got 
to  work  fast" 

"  I  don't  understand,"  puzzled  Mrs.  Pikyune,  de- 
cidmg,  after  aU,  to  ignore  the  impolite  reference  to 
money.  Won't  your  perniit  last  untU  spring,  when 
the  road-making  will  be  better?" 

.    "  No.  «t  won't,"  he  seriously  advised      "Bysprinir 
It  wiU  be  a  street,  and  so  will  die  road  round  die 
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««..5  M™'.*^!*  .^,'«?n'««  •  ?««.••  pro. 
limits"  ^^'     "  •  '»"  »«ride  the  city 

.p..  «.dho.„,  j.rMow'd.'.t'fs.s''""'"' ••  ^ 

myune  widi  .  aghtening  feeling.  ™"* 

i"  good.  becauS  Ae  ^bX  In^Zt «? Jf  ^"*f* 
•hot  direction  ,nd  y«^W^?«  "f^  ""' " 
wlnet  will  ».  .JL-ZuT     *'*«*»»  Bend  propertr 

•M  one.  yof St"e  .Sf,  '"'i  ""• »' »»  *« 
<Jrivew,y  Jttdt."  '"•  '"  '^'  V""'  Private 
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windowt  of  the  den  open  violently;  also  he  heard 
the  telephone  bell  ringmg. 

It  was  Mrt.  Dawes  who  wu  on  the  wire. 
1  j"  '  ^^^  **  "^°*^  dreadful  news  I  *•  exclaimed  that 
lady.  Cordelia  Blossom  and  Georgia  Fleecer  are 
going  to  give  the  Audubon  Reservation  to  the  city 
for  a  rowdy  picnic  ground  I  They've  stopped  work 
on  the  plans  for  their  bungalows  I  " 

"  I  know  all  about  it,"  quietly  acknowledged  Mrs. 
Fikyune.  They  threaten  to  take  Wakoma  Bend 
into  the  city  and  run  a  stieet-car  line  out  diere.  I 
am  told  that  Jim  Fleecer  is  behind  the  movement, 
but  his  wife  IS  behind  him." 

"What  arc  we  to  do  about  it?"  wailed  Mrs. 
Uawes.  We  can't  give  up  the  entire  project  with- 
out acknowledging  a  shameful  defeat!  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  admitted  Mrs.  Pikyunc,  who  pos- 
sessed  the  almost  extinct  virtue  of  knowing  when  to 
accept  a  beating.  "  There  is  only  one  thing  left  to 
do.  I  must  have  a  chat  with  Cordelia  and  find  out 
where  she  reaUy  means  to  locate  her  recreation  park. 
It  may  not  be  where  we  think." 

♦    *    « 

"  My  dear,  I  was  just  coming  to  call  on  you," 
stated  Mrs.  Pikyune  as  pleasantly  as  a  basket  of 
roses.  "You  see  I  even  had  my  bonnet  on  when 
your  card  was  brought  up." 

"How  fortunate  that  I  have  been  so  businesslike 
with  my  subscri'  tion  list!  "  cooed  Cordelia;  "  other- 
wise  I  might  have  missed  you.  Vm  begging  to-day, 
Mrs;  Pikyune.    I  want  a  bandstand." 


B<nias  «  Btodmnd 


*«  Mr.  Adun,  had  .^J'"'  f  >'«  """"I  «P.  or 

*«  city  h,v«,.,  nearly  e^rf,  „,  ^'^  ^^  P«>P'«  «' 
«o  to  «joy  the  fr^e.  ,t,7^S  ^^*^  "''*«  *«y  «n 

«««  of  -ooZla-ZVa^r^r^  • '"»' 
•re  — where  they  caiiZ».  »•    ■  ^•."""'  •"f  I 

f«Ily  ""npiimcr^'dMXL^T  "  «"4»ri«ti. 
«  her  dieeb  d.epenhg"..'^';.,**  *'?,""«. 
i  Will  furnish  a  bandafTn^  /^     «nuca       Of  course 

^~...e.d.^d.'^;^asrpi:Ls 

been  punctuj.  "  i  fc'  .  b^  ^^  "'•  '*''^  "»<» 
do  w,  but  I  dreaded  rn,«^  "^i"*  *»  ««k  you  to 
know  you  haye  •uch^'l:'!'  "'"""•  '»'  » 
gramme."  *"   ""Po«Mt  ioa,l  pn. 

«™-.cy.u^i^TbC?re'rar.]^ 
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our  Wtkomt  Court    You  know  I  sent  Mrs.  Dawet 
eo  you  to  beg  you  to  do  so." 

"That  was  so  dear  of  you  I"  cooed  Cordelia. 
"  Of  course  I  took  the  suggestion  and  became  imme- 
diately active.  After  all,  however,  it  was  only  I7 
a  fortunate  train  of  coincidences  that  we  were  able  to 
wcure  the  beautiful  Audubon  Reservation.  By-the- 
way,  if  you  are  somewhat  crowded  on  the  bend,  we 
can  spare  enough  ground  for  a  club  house  in  a  very 
commanding  position,  up  a  little  way  on  a  hill  facing 
the  inward  sweep  of  the  river.  It's  ahnost  a  lake 
there." 

"  I  knew  you  wouldn't  be  selfish,"  admired  Mrs. 
Pikyune.  "  We  shall  have  a  veritable  paradise  out 
there,  if  only  the  city  does  not  annex  the  bend  and 
cut  off  our  liberty." 

"  I  can  give  you  all  the  comfort  you  want  about 
that,"  laughed  Cordelia.  "The  project  has  been 
given  up  entirely.  Of  course  I  haven't  much  influ- 
ence widi  the  mayor's  office,  but,  so  long  as  I  have 
even  the  least  little  bit,  I  would  fight  with  all  my 
might  to  preserve  our  beautiful  private  driveway. 
Have  you  surveyed  the  route  of  the  main-road  cut- 
off yet?" 

Clara  Pikyune  blinked. 

"  Oh,  no,"  she  nevertheless  replied.  "  We  have 
only  secured  permission  to  make  one,  and  we  can  put 
it  where  we  like." 

"  That's  what  I  understood,"  responded  Cordelia. 
"  I've  been  studying  a  map,  and  a  beautiful  winding 
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puWic  roid  coold  be  nude  ririit  #m«.  -k--    ^ 

Pttnte  dnve  along  the  eatin  bJTrf  aToS,  „ 
tractive  portion  of  the  Wtta.v^  «>'  tne  only  .N 

yune     "JS^L"  Pnyeo  fori"  o„Uted  M,..  POt, 
^■ne-       rou  re  nukin£  the  Wikonu  r™.»  n  1. 

i:ipa:r: JSti^veThr^^^ . 
"^d^.rsr^r'Tcoraei-    . 

p.V.nfirM'iiSritr'^ 

forgetful."  1  m  10  very 

"H.rdly  that."  denied  Cordelia.  '>«*«  rimply 


198 


Cordelia  Blonom 


lu 


boijr.  Tour  mterttiamenti  tre  meh  thoaghtfnlly 
pluiied  tffain  that  you  are  t  manrel  to  me  m  tht 
awnbcr  of  thingi  you  do  not  forget." 

For  ■  moment  Mrt.  Pikyune  looked  tt  her  dubi- 
oiisly,  end  then  the  uniled. 

"I  have  a  way  of  tyitematizing  things"  she  re- 
pbed.  ••  For  instance,  my  reception  and  dinner  for 
Lord  and  Lady  Bamcastle,  a  weeic  from  tXHnonow, 
will  be  attended  only  by  the  memben  of  the  Wakoma 
Court  Qub.  I  do  hope  you  and  Mn.  Fleecer  will 
have  nothing  to  interfere." 

•    »    ♦ 

Two  evenhigi  later,  Colonel  Watterwn  Blossom 
came  home  to  dinner  in  a  frozen-backed  state  of  in- 
dignation. 

"Cordelia,  I  am  sick  of  the  rottenness  of  public 
affairs!"  he  said.  "It  seems  to  me  that  every 
worthy  enterprise,  especially  if  it  is  one  intended 
solely  and  unselfishly  for  the  public  good,  is  sur- 
rounded by  greed  and  graft,  and  finaUy  throttled  by 
themi"  ' 

"Why,  Watt!"  exclaimed  the  sympathetic  Cofw 
delia.  "What  on  earth  have  tlwy  been  doing 
now?" 

"  It  is  a  personal  matter  this  time,"  expUined  the 
last  of  die  Blossoms,  his  white  goatee  stiddng  stiffly 
forward.  "Whatever  you  wish,  my  dear,  is  my 
loftiest  ambition,  and  I  am  determined  to  discover 
and  can  to  account  the  people  who  have  blocked  your 
public  recreation  park  philanthropy!  " 

"  Oh,  they  can't  have  done  that! "  she  protested. 


B««g»ng  I  Bandittnd  j^ 

"But  thc]r  litvel"  he  insiited.    "I  i..^     i 

^.  time  tfKt  wUl  not  evea  be  tOen  intTthe 
"I'Jirir'J"?""'*'''"  *^"<W»  """ly  returned 

Cordeli.  rcprewed  a  smac. 

told  M "'.r  """^^  '°  P™*««-    Naturalty^j; 

tiling,  for  u.,  just  as  you  would,"  and  she  patted  the 
Cdonel  approvingly  on  the  cheek. 

theh,lI*/K-'u?''i*^°"  P"^^"  ^«  '^o^i'id.  clasping 
tne  hand  which  had  patted  him     "  Th,*  »         ^r* 

plan.  CorH«.i;a  ««^     -l  .*        ^"**  '^■*  *  noWc 

^*«ltKc^X:^r  '"^'"^ 
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^^  "Certainly  not!"  she  laughingly  reassured  him. 
"  Don't  we  succeed  in  everydiing  we  set  out  to  do? 
The  public  is  to  have  its  free  recreation  park  just  the 
same." 

"  Good ! "  he  exclaimed.    "  Where  ?  " 

"OutatMimewansettI" 

At  that  same  moment,  Clara  Pikyune  sat  at  the 
desk  where  she  had  planned  so  many  social  tri- 
umphs;  but  there  was  no  droop  in  her  head  and  no 
shadow  in  her  cold  gray  eyes.  There  must  be  a 
way  I    There  had  to  be  a  ^ay  I 


XIV 
For  Sweet  Charity 

twin«of  .        ^   '°"°"''  ""'"ling  her  wddm 

X  tain  ""i*'  '  ""*'■"« ''™"»'"-    W.T. 
SJiTT  ,^'>PP'""'  to  "•ink  of  it  herself 

A.  D.«  '*t''  ''T"  *"  '^««<«  daily.  d~i^ 

lectiy  pictunaqne  — and  noble  and  useful      .^a 
most  unusual  philwithropy  I  ■•  ~  "** 

vnn.  !!!.'!,'•'"  J*"*^  *'  »hrewd.faced  Clara  Kk- 
rCoM,?^?'  T'^  "?>  «"''  '"nk  round  ey« 
AoSr^^h'Ti*  •  ?""  °*  •ati»f.«ion.    AfterTl? 

in  W     .^"1-  .    '  "  """^  tremendous  difficultv 

e«."    Of      ^".*  ready  for  you  energetic  work- 

^you^n'^~*"^''^'*"^'<^°«J'«'-     '^« 
^ym  on  the  executive  committee  with  me,"  and 

Co^JT  P'Tr  ,'■«"'"  '  P«ronizing  snT 

so  '^f'  "*"  ?'  ^"  *«  "nnnured.    "  I  am 
•o  rery  happy  h,  have  such  an  active  part  in  it    ^ 

am 
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saw  a  mention  of  the  plan  in  a  New  York  paper 
recently,  but  it  never  occurred  to  me  that  we  had  a 
local  need  for  the  system.  That  must  have  been  my 
stupidest  day,"  and  for  a  mere  instant  across  her 
smooth  brow  flashed  the  trace  of  vexation  which  the 
older  social  warrior  had  waited  to  see. 

"It's  a  European  idea,  but  it  is  sweeping  the 
world,"  explained  Mrs.  Pikyune,  toying  contentedly 
with  her  lorgnette.  "Each  worthy  family  which 
has  proved  its  utter  inability  to  cope  with  city  life, 
is  given  a  cottage  and  a  small  plot  of  ground,  and 
set  to  work.  The  association  finances  the  miniature 
farm,  markets  its  products  —  whether  they  be  chick- 
ens, or  berries,  or  vegetables,  or  something  else  that 
the  family  takes  most  interest  in  raising  —  pays  all 
expenses,  and  puts  the  profits  to  the  family's  credit. 
When  enough  has  accumulated,  the  amount  is  used 
for  the  purchase  of  a  similar  plot  of  ground  and  cot- 
tage, the  deed  for  which  is  then  turned  over  to  the 
reclaimed  subjects;  whereupon  another  previously 
hopeless  family  is  given  a  chance  for  self-respecting 
independence." 

"  It's  a  delightful  opportunity  to  help  the  strug- 
gling!" half  sighed  Cordelia.  "All  the  papers 
were  full  of  it.  Where  did  they  get  that  splendid 
new  photograph  of  you?  " 

"  I  can't  think,"  frowned  Mrs.  Pikyune,  no- doubt 
quite  annoyed.  "These  newspapers  are  absolutely 
unscrupulous.  Of  course  you  will  have  Mrs.  Fleecer 
on  your  subcommittee?  " 

"  I  shall  need  her,"  thoughtfully  responded  Cor- 


For  Sweet  Charily  ^^ 

«    mttee  i.  io  b^."  ^  "*  "''"  "•"  "">• 

"  I  have  J„™  S  I^  "J  "•"T'"''  «>«>«»'ent. 

Ltdy  Bountiful  was  so  casyl  ~^^  °^ 

Cordelia  smiled. 
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infinite  expu^^i."  ""'  *'  P''"  »  "P'"*  "f 


204 


Cordelia  Blossom 


"Oh,  yes;  that's  true,  isn't  it  I"  cried  Cordelia, 
instantly  brightening. 

Mrs.  Pikyune  studied  her  dubiously.    Now  she 
was  sure  she  had  made  a  mistake  I 

Cordelia  Blossom  turned  somberly  from  the  front 
page  of  next  morning's  paper.     Really  she  sympa- 
thized with  Clara  Pikyune.    No  gentlewoman  likes 
to  appear  so  prominently  and  persistently  in  the  pub- 
lic prints,  and  since  Clara  had  inaugurated  the  Fail- 
ure Farm  movement  there  was  scarcely  anything 
else  in  the  papers  I    To-day's  article  was  about  the 
model  cottages  which  Mrs.  Pikyune  had  designed 
for  the  wonderful  new  philanthropy,  and  it  was  illus- 
trated by  a  bird's-eye  view  of  the  first  colony,  each 
picturesque  cottage  widi  a  different  exterior,  to  avoid 
that  poverty-stricken  monotony,  and  each  in  the  midst 
of  an  abnormally  fertile  farm  of  one  acre.    Across 
die  entire  top  of  the  first  page  ran  die  big  black  head- 
line: 

SOCIETY  LEADER'S  VILLAGE  OF  HOPE 
Mas.  Clara  Pikyunb's  Stupendous  Nbw  Philan- 
thropy Assuming  Concrete  Form 

On  the  third  page  of  the  paper  was  an  article  con- 
cerning fhe  formal  organization  meeting  of  the 
Failure  iarm  Association  at  the  residence  of  Mrs. 
Clara  Pikyune,  in  the  white-and-gold  ballroom  where 
Mrs.  Clara  Pikyune  had  for  so  many  years  enter- 
tained the  social  exdusives  of  the  city,  the  East,  and 
the  Old  Worid.  At  that  meeting  the  founder  of  the 
movement,  Mrs.  Clara  Fikyune,  was  eleaed  perma- 
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On  the  «,^  p.g™,  ""^ 'k-*  **  h«W  it 
ftct  that  Mr..  CU^ToA^nrr.""""^"'  *« 
«ying  trip  to  the  Ea"  to  TT*       ''""'  *"  «*^'  * 

?f  the  three  Failu^'F^^stw^'a.rK t""' 
inaugurated.     The  lori.l  ^.i.  «'«ady  been 

wa.  headed  byV„  ,^'  ^'T,™.""'^"  P»8« 
Mr,.  Gar.  Pik^„'T?I,       *! '""^'on  given  by 

Farm  exeitKff  wt '"""'""  ?'  •■"  f"'"" 
editorial  p™«  »„uL^  J"",  "  '""<""•  The 
the  wond«S  wT'ff  "  t»o<oIumn.wide  e,„y  on 

by  that  nobfc  ,oX  i!Z  M«"?f'"^?'™«""'y 

found«J,  imbecae  I.^  ofhoe  ^Z  ""^^  ^"^ 
"Affile  to  determine  whether  it  "*«  nil  .     "^ 

b^^aat-^tl^lTd'e^tte^r:!^,' 
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nuMt  of  the  lather  hattUy  washed  from  the  other 
aide. 

"  Yet,  my  dear,"  he  answered,  holding  the  collar 
of  his  dressing  robe  closely  about  his  neck,  and  re- 
gretting that  he  had  not  taken  time  to  arrange  his 
sparse  gray  hair  more  carefully  over  the  thin  spot. 
It  was  distressing  to  look  old. 

Ordinarily  Cordelia,  trying  to  keep  pace  with  his 
sublime  courtesy,  would  have  apologized  for  compel- 
ling him  to  appear  as  such  a  negligent  exhibit,  but 
just  now  she  was  too  intensely  occupied. 

"  Watt,  dear,  have  you  paid  much  attention  to  die 
Failure  Farm  movement?"  she  inquired. 

The  Colonel  brightened. 

"  It  is  wonderful  I  "  he  eamesdy  declared,  abnost 
oratorically.  "  The  noble  bigness  of  the  idea,  when 
it  first  suddenly  dawned  on  me,  almost  made  the  tears 
come  to  my  eyes  I  Mrs.  Clara  Pikyune  is  a  woman 
with  a  heart! " 

Three  fragments  of  struggling  emodons  flashed 
over  Cordelia's  well-controlled  countenance  before 
that  charming  face  could  express  its  usual  sweetness. 

"  She's  a  remarkably  clever  woman,"  she  acknowl- 
edged with  a  clear  conscience.  "  Watt,  I  am  most 
anxious  to  help  her  further  this  great  cause.  Mrs. 
Pikyune  has  been  kind  enough  to  plac  me  on  her 
executive  staff  and  at  the  head  of  one  of  her  most 
important  committees,  and  I  wish  to  do  everything 
I  can  to  make  the  project  bigger  and  broader  and 
grander  —  and  more  widely  useful." 

The  Colonel  kissed  his  wife's  hand  as  gallantly  as 


J^rs.  Clara  Pikyune  Is  a  W,man 
^tk  a  Heart*' 
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y-^e ..  m.k.  frH^'cJ^.."'  ^  "^  Mr,.  Pik. 

•0  limited  in  onr  reiourcet  mLkC^  ^"[ »" 
mo.t  hviih  in  her  sift  ^  .ft„  [S  V^*  '^  "«"• 
to  donate  only  ^^  •^V*  fj'  h"  1«"  .ble 

movonent  witT^i^^^T"  "*  ■"■''■■« '»  *• 
-Vgft,  Cordeli,  ?..«*'  "  ""^ '    What  do  you 

«nil.«g  np  .t  bm  witi,  her  pounl^«   ^k*"?' 

with,  the  lad  ea  of  the  mo».™--.  u    ;.  .    "  ■"«" 

dred  acre,  added  to  the  Z  ?T     ""'''  •"«  «  h""" 

the  city  rfiould  take  ortr^^^i*  "  "  ""*"  •'  '««• 

orwniiationi   Ti,,Z  "ijlT  *?''  '?"•"'  *' 
«nterpri«."  ^  tremendous  for  individual 

"  ^"  '■•  ""^  '««•"  ''»«ay  agreed  .he  CoW 
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"  At  nuiyor  of  the  city,  I  hturt  not  utcd  my  ialuaice 
for  any  expenditure  toward  which  I  might  be  laid  to 
hare  a  private  leaning.  But  this  it  a  matter  far 
larger  than  mytelf,  and  the  dty  mutt  and  thall  en- 
gage in  it  I  At  the  council  meeting  diit  very  after- 
noon I  ihall  demand  a  fund  for  the  purchate, 
equipment  and  maintenance  of  a  hundred-acre  Fail- 
ure Farm  with  a  hundred  cottagetl  " 

Cordelia  became  deeply  thoughtful.  Of  courte 
there  would  be  a  reorganization. 

"  How  dear  of  you,  Watt  I " 
*    *    * 

The  mail-carrier  and  Cordelia  Blossom  called  on 
Georgia  Fleecer  at  exactly  the  same  moment,  and  the 
postman  handed  to  the  maid  a  delicately  tinted  en- 
velope which  Cordelia  recognized  at  of  the  tort  uted 
by  Clara  Fikyune. 

"  Don't  let  me  keep  jrou  from  opening  your  mail, 
Georgia,*'  greeted  Mrt.  Blossom. 

"  Thank  you,"  returned  Mrt.  Fleecer,  eying  the 
envelope  which  the  maid  brought  in.  "I  think  I 
wai  if  yen  don't  mind    It't  from  Chn  Fikyune." 

The  friendt  exchanged  a  glance  in  which  there  wat 
no  trace  of  any  expression  whattoever  —  far  from 
it  t— then  Georgia  opened  her  envelope.  It  con- 
tained one  of  Mrs.  Fikyune's  regulation  mvitations. 

"What  a  stunning  ideal"  Georgia  commented. 
"Listen,  Cordelia.  She's  going  to  give  a  grand 
bazaar  and  ball  at  her  own  residence,  and  charge  for 
the  tickett  —  twenty  dollars  a  couple  I  Besides  that 
everybody  Is  to  donate  some  object  of  art,  which  it 
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ftrm  Fund"       "^^  "•  «o  «o  to  th.  F.lC 
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fit  in  somewhere.  She  found  a  beautiful  niche  for  it 
"  The  selection  of  candidates  wiU  really  be  a  stu- 
pendous task,  especially  if  the  plan  is  extended." 

"Mercy,  I  ihould  think  it  was  large  enough 
now  I  ••  protested  Georgia.  "  I  don't  see  what  we 
would  do  if  it  were  to  be  projected  on  a  more  exten- 
sive  scale.  It  keeps  everybody  busy  as  it  is  and 
monopolizes  the  entire  social  life  of  the  city,"  and 
Je  glanced  again  at  the  lavender-tinted  invitation. 
Really  one  never  had  a  chance  to  attend  anything  but 
one  of  Clara  Pikyune's  Failure  Farm  affairs  I 

"That's  just  why  it  should  be  extended,"  argued 
Cordelia.  "  You  see,  Georgia,  this  splendid  philan- 
thropy  18  too  serious  a  thing  to  be  made  a  mere  social 
diversion.  It  should  be  made  a  public  affair,  I  think, 
and  taken  out  of  society  entirely;  because  so  much 
more  good  can  be  done  in  that  way.'* 

Georgia  toyed  with  Mrs.  Pikyune's  invitation, 
then  in  her  eyes  slowly  gleamed  the  h'ght  of  pleasure. 
No  one  could  be  selfish  enough  to  oppose  such  a 
gorgeous  furtherance  of  the  work,"  the  speculated. 
She  could  see  Clara  Pikyune,  who  had  been  out  of 
social  prominence  for  some  time,  receiving  the  ex- 
citmg  news. 

"  I  wonder  how  it  could  be  done,"  she  remarked, 
and,  looking  at  Cordelia,  she  divined  something. 
"DotcUmel"  * 

"I  spoke  to  Watt  about  it  this  morning,"  replied 
Cordelia  demurely.  "  He's  about  to  have  the  dty 
take  over  the  entire  uplift,  and  add  a  hundred  acres 
to  the  ten  we  already  have,  and  supply  money  for 
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meeting  tiwt  afternoon  »  ^«r«*i  ■  councU 

tw«y.»»  •        *    "»"«   teJephone   Jim    rigjttt 

Cordelia  smiled  in  relief     M     t?. 

word  frajTme,  bwlSAri"" "P '» «"  the 
•"til  I  knew  n,o«  Vb,2!r.      "^  *""  "^'"«  «« 

'»  "«.  Md  I  can't  tel"  Vm  !f  l';  »  J  '""'  '"  ""«« 
b"  I  told  'em  I'd  .«?        i»"''°'«»thuMi«B; 

tfc«  leader  o?  Colonel  m^J  '^^'"^  "P."  S 
puckered  hi.  £0x11^/1  h«"°°  ^'°"°'»*'  P««y 
«pre.rio„:  directing  Wf  J^™/"  ^°"'''  '"'"I-W'* 
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Colonel  doesn't  often  have  a  reason  which  a  prac* 
tical  politician  can  understand ;  but  I  have  a  pipeline 
to  him,  and  if  you  just  give  me  a  few  hours  I'll  tap 
it." 

"  You're  a  wonder  if  you  can  get  to  that  old 
snab,"  declared  Dickson,  his  face  reddening  with 
anger  as  it  did  every  time  he  thoU|^t  of  the  unman- 
ageable Colonel.  "  I'm  barred  from  his  office,  but 
you,  on  the  other  side  politically,  seem  to  be  able  to 
find  out  what  he  thinks  when  he's  asleep.  I  wish 
you'd  put  me  next  to  your  pipeline." 

The  raw-boned  boss  glared  down  at  wizened  Dan 
Dickson  half  savagely  for  a  moment  as  he  thought  of 
Georgia  and  Cordelia,  and  then  he  chuckled. 

"  My  pipeline  would  order  you  cremated  on  sight," 
he  grinned.  "  You  tell  the  boys  to  lay  low  until  I 
slip  you  the  word." 

"  You'll  have  to  move  quick,"  warned  Dickson. 
"  The  Colonel  wants  the  ordinance  railroaded 
through  this  afternoon.  What  are  they  to  do  if 
you  can't  locate  any  information?  " 

'•  Table  the  ordinance,"  ordered  Fleecer  briskly. 
"  Now  you  slam  out  of  here.     I  want  to  get  busy." 

The  moment  Dan  Dickson  had  edged  himself  out 
of  the  door  Fleecer  grabbed  his  telephone  and  called 
his  house.  Before  he  had  a  reply,  however,  he 
obeyed  a  sudden  instinct  and,  rising  noiselessly  from 
his  chair,  tiptoed  round  the  wall  of  the  room  to  the 
door,  which  he  jerked  swiftly  open.  Finding  Dan 
Dickson  there,  conveniendy  stooped  over,  he  picked 
that  small  gentleman  calmly  up  by  the  scruff  of  his 
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neck,  took  him  over  to  tlie  liead  of  the  .tair,  set  him 
against  the  wall,  and,  plaang  hi,  thumb  on  Dickson'. 
™c  buZl  T""  "•".'  ''  "'  ««  PuAing  an  elec! 
walked  back  mto  h.,  o«ce  and  closed  the  door. 

Excuse  me,  Turapelly,"  he  said,  in  response  t» 
Ae  vo,ce  wh.ch  was  patiently  saying  "  HeUo  "  ^e^ 
and  over  agam ;  "  my  keyhole  was  stepped  up     sIt 

wLd"co.o  tm^""''  .""<'  ""'  f«  -  what  tr; 
.Lnr.""*"'""  "'  "'""  '°  P"'"-  trough  .hi. 

,.1!.*^'''  ""  *""  ''■'  '"  "K*"  "  "'S'd  Georgia  with 
eager  promptness.    "  I  was  just  trying  ,0  ^  J 
Oh,   that's  what  I  do    is  it?"  h-  ^T  m  J 
;;^Tell  them  it's  all  right,  eh?  'Vlu,  am'l  "^^^ 

irdXt*'''"'"'™' " '- '  --'^ "  - 

"It  depends  on  how  much  time  there  is,"  his  wife 
'"He^la:ST2r     "^»'««'''-*o-^<..-' 

J.=n2t'Jr'  f  P''"'"*«'W.  "WA  »  really  an 
excellent  one,  .,  far  too  big  for  a  mere  society  affair 
under  the  absolute  control  of  one  woman." 

Jim  Fleecer  covered  the  transmitter  with  his  biir 

hand  so  that  she  should  not  hear  him  snort  wiA  aS 

»ddenness  of  hi,  ,rasp  of  the  cause  of^"     ^  *' 

I  thought  one  woman  was  hitting  it  up  pretty 
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strong  In  our  daily  journals,"  he  suggested,  with  de- 
ceptive mildness.  "  I  suppose  you  know  that  this 
little  pink-tea  contest  will  cost  the  city  at  least  a  hun- 
dred thousand  dollars,  and  without  a  cent  in  it  for 
anybody?" 

"  Suppose  it  doesl  "  she  warmly  argued;  "  it's  in 
a  noble  cause  I  There  doesn't  have  to  be  a  personal 
advantage  in  everything.  Say,  Jim,  Cordelia  is  right 
here  now.  We've  just  been  talking  it  over.  You 
know  we're  on  the  committee  to  select  the  bene- 
ficiaries. If  we  get  this  extension  plan  through 
would  you  mind  helping  us  pick  out  the  candidates?  '* 

She  heard  him  choke. 

"  Good-bye,  Tumpelly;  I'm  in  a  hurry  I  "  he  chuck- 
led in  a  low  tone;  "  I  have  to  pass  the  word  to  the 
boys  to  be  sure  not  to  table  that  ordinance ! 


I »» 


St  much  In  this  world  depends  on  mere  coinci- 
dence. If  Georgia  Fleecer  and  Cordelia  Blossom 
had  not  sallied  out  to  buy  a  bonnet  for  one  or  the 
other  of  them  In  mad  and  riotous  celebration,  the 
mayor  of  the  city,  telephoning  frantically  for  Infor- 
mation, would  have  located  his  wife  at  home,  or  at 
Georgia  Fleecer's,  or  In  the  Isis  Club  tearooms.  As 
it  was,  he  acquired  an  Intensely  practical  thought,  and 
telephoned  directly  to  the  headquarters  of  the  Fail- 
ure Farm  Idea,  and  unfortunately  found  Clara  Pik- 
yune  at  home  I 

"  This  is  Mayor  Blossom,"  he  sedately  informed 
her.  "  I  need  some  information  and  I  was  unable  to 
locate  Mrs.  Blossom,  or  I  would  not  have  taken  the 
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nft^^p^'^'"^;^'"«  y°"-  What  is  the  official  title 
of  the  Failure  Farm  phUanthropy,  please?  " 

fn».A  »  u  ^""/\»  "»»a"y  named  after  the 
founder^'  she  modestly  advised  him;  "  although  of 
course,  I  have  never  urged  that  procedure.  I  could 
not  becomingly  do  80,  you  know,"  and  she  laughed 
with  careful  confusion.  *    " 

"  If  would  be  only  just,"  asserted  the  mayor 
drif-     V  '^'^!  ^'  *^*PPy  '°  ^"^°""  ^e  city  coun' 

ordinance  diis  afternoon,  that  such  is  the  courteous 
aisto^;  although  there  may  be  some  objectionTt 
since  the  movement  is  to  be  made  a  public  one,  the 
local  branch  should  bear  the  name  of  tfie  city  " 
v„n.  i*"  *J**"»'0"  ordinance!  "  repeated  Mrs.  Pik- 
yune,  the  three  sharp  creases  In  her  brow  tightenine 
mto  a  trip  e  line.  « I  did  not  know  that  Ae  cTty 
was  interested. '  ' 

der'  ^"' Oh'r  ~r?;'^  ?'  ^°^°"^^  >"  »°»"<=  ^on- 
InJ*  .K.  *  "  M  ^"-  ^^°''°'"  •«  probably  keep, 
ing  the  news,  until  the  ordinance  is  passed,  as  a 

pleasant  little  surprise  for  you." 

"  How  like  Cordelia  1  "  dryly  observed  Mrs.  Pik- 

«t"iJr^.°o^rP'\'"'P'''^^^y-  "Now  that  the 
^eJX"  ^^'    °'''^"'  y°"  "^"'^  «^^^  «»<^  the 

"I  fear  I  should  leave  that  pleasure  for  Mrs 
Blossom."  returned  the  Colonel,  considerably  wo^ 

r  i.7"*-  ?  ^''"  ^•^*'"  "P^'*'^  Mrs.  Pikyune,  very 
lightly  indeed.     "However,  from  what  you  hav^ 
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just  said,  I  judge  that  you  will  need  some  advice  In 
the  preparation  of  your  ordinance,  and  if  you  cannot 
locate  Mrs.  Blossom  I  am  sure  that  you  wiU  be  driven 
to  confide  in  me." 

"  I  think  I  must  do  so,"  agreed  the  Colonel  after 
some  painful  thought.     "  Mrs.  Blossom  prevailed  on 
me  this  morning  to  espouse  the  noble  cause  which 
you  maugurated,  and,  after  having  struggled  several 
times  to^ay  with  the  members  of  the  city  council,  I 
think  I  may  at  last  give  you  the  assurance  that  the 
city  will  come  to  your  aid  in  a  handsome  manner.     It 
will  take  up  the  beauti/ul  Failure  Farm  project  as  a 
public  munificence,  and  add  a  hundred  acres,  with  a 
hundred  furnished  cottages,  and  funds  with  which 
to  support  a  hundred  families,  to  the  nucleus  due  to 
your  own  generosity.     Moreover,  it  will  relieve  you 
from  the  entire  worry  and  responsibility  of  manage- 
ment.     This,  Mrs.  Pikyune,  is  Mrs.  Blossom's  con- 
tribution." 

Clara  Pikyune,  who  had  stood  the  brunt  of  count- 
less social  battles  without  flinching,  now  gulped 
quickly.  "^    *^ 

^"  How  delightful,"  she  managed  to  assure  him. 
1  shaU  always  remember  Cordelia  for  this,"  and  she 
meant  it.     "  Perhaps  I  had  better  come  right  down 
to  your  office." 

That  evening  the  Colonel  went  home  to  dinner  in 
a  most  joyful  mood,  prepared  to  receive  the  over- 
whelming approbation  which  was  his  due. 

"  Well,  my  dear,  I  have  done  it  I  "  he  exultandv 
declared.  ' 
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of /«,^  and  .h.  n,o.-.r«.e<[  hHpr ''"■"  """"*" 

.«  old.chool"Sw     "iCJ  "^  <•'"•"  <>«  "id  «* 
into  telli,^  M„  Pii™..!"''^  ^J"  k""  blundered 

"«<■«  you  .hat  hefpka^  *^r  ""5  •""  '  «" 
of  a  philanthropy  ,o  „«fr,  ?""«  ™*  the  head 
power  to  deacribr  Wh'n  ^,  f^'f^  "  ""^ond  my 
'flephon.  I  w„  compS^^^to  Jj"'^,:''  7'^  T  ''^ 
"on,  and  she  came  dow„  !^  J""  ''"'  '"forma- 

She  wa,  0/  invai:awf,T^  to  uT^'-  "*"  ''^^^-^h- 

»  gl.n«t  r ^aSl't''"''^'^'''  ^"''«"-'.  -•* 

trifle  wa.  „o,  entirelv  ,«S  i    ^"^  *"  «""'  ««!« 

"  I've  been  T^IZ^T'^'  '""^  ""^  ««  down. 

I»d  time  to  read  4e  ll  *  2^'""?f'' *«  '  h'ven't 

plained.  '"  editions,"  the  Colonel  ex- 

B-v.  him  a  ^nd^s*d  .'c^l""  '  '""''  P'^  "d 

"-."r-th^Tin"'.™:' "  ?"('""« -"•*  *« 

farm    movement   wiiichTat      "Ji'^  *'  ^"^" 
leader  inaugurated,  ^  to  reefve  .1  i'^'"™    ""'' 

receive  an  impetus  ahnost 
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greater  than  the  had  dared  to  hope  for.  With  Mrs. 
Pikyune's  assistance  and  advice,  Mayor  Watterson 
Blossom  prepared  the  ordinance  put  diroug^  by  the 
council  this  afternoon,  by  which  the  Clara  Pikyune 
Failure  Farm  comes  under  the  protection  of  the  city, 
and  receives  a  municipal  grant  of  one  hundred  acres, 
one  hundred  cottages,  and  funds  to  equip  and  main- 
tain the  same.  All  of  these  are  to  remain  under  the 
able  management  of  Mrs.  Pikyune,  after  whom  the 
great  new  charity  has  been  officially  named.  Mrs. 
Pikyune,  always  both  grateful  and  gracious,  this 
afternoon  at  her  stationers'  ordered  to  be  engrossed 
a  vote  of  thanks,  which  she  will  later,  at  a  banquet 
in  the  Hotel  Gilder,  present  to  the  mayor  and  the 
city  council  for  their  furtherance  of  her  favorite 
charity.  By  the  importance  of  this  movement  its 
founder,  who  has  been  somewhat  in  retirement  of 
late,  will  be  compelled  to  reassume  the  social  reins 
which  she  for  so  long  wielded  with  dignity  and  skill. 
Society,  commerce  and  the  professions  have  all  been 
pressed  into  the  service,  and  are  following  enthusi- 
astically  the  leadership  of  the  capable  Mrs.  Clara 
Pikyune. 

Cordelia  paused,  and  the  Colonel  felt  still  more 
certain  that  some  trifling  detail  was  slightly  unsatis- 
factory. 

"  There  is  a  lot  more.  Watt,  but  it's  all  about  die 
same,"  went  on  Cordelia  patiendy.  "  Mrs.  Pikyune 
has  really  secured  a  conspicuous  personal  achieve- 
ment" 
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"and,  Cordelia  "  hl\.n     *  j     . .  ^«*  me  under. 
«.vj„  «jti„  ^ie  fo,  d,.  «„„  J;  ..""•  I"*)™"' 

.10..  th«  I  J;  ™d  ™r,f  t"!,"  "•"  '■"««"« 

ft'  ..  to  compd  4e  d^'^idt  rr*?""*." 
«•  a  peiMnal  favor  to  me."  '^"'  *"  °"'"" 

Cordelia   smiled.     WT»f   •    i..  j 
fleecer  wail  "   *   *"^y  P«"on  Jim 

.wr.?j^:[d."''"*  *''"'  "  '»«  'J"-'  good."  *e 
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"  Hello,  Sic'em,"  returned  Jim,  with  a  calculating 
frown.    "  How  much  do  you  want?  " 

"  Well,  Chief,  I  didn't  exactly  come  round  to  make 
a  touch,"  replied  Mr.  Towser,  a  quivery  old  man 
who  should  have  been  middle-aged.  His  big-boned 
frame  was  shrunken  and  drooped,  and  his  hair  and 
beard  formed  a  series  of  irregular  russet-brown  tas- 
sels. 

"You  came  exactly  for  that  purpose,"  insisted 
Fleecer.  "Your  wife*»  sick  again,  or  one  of  the 
kids  has  broken  a  leg,  or  you'll  be  turned  out  of  the 
shack  if  you  don't  meet  your  rent,  or  you'll  have  to 
go  on  the  dry  list  if  you  don't  pay  your  tab  at 
KeUy's." 

The  injured  pride  of  Mr.  Towser  was  ahnost 
painful. 

"  Nothing  like  that,"  he  denied,  with  a  wave  of  a 
shaking  hand ;  "  nothing  like  that.  Chief.  It's  Mary's 
and  my  fifteenth  wedding  anniversary,  Jim,  and " 

"Your  memory's  rotten,"  interrupted  Fleecer. 
"  Three  wedding  anniversaries  a  year  is  pulling  the 
romiBR  trick  for  too  many  encores.    Try  another." 

A  spark  of  something  which  had  once  been  virile 
flamed  up  in  the  face  of  Sic'em  Towser  for  an 
instant. 

"  At  that,  I  don't  think  I  have  to  prove  that  I 
need  a  couple  of  bucks,"  he  declared.  "  Will  you 
slip  'em  to  me  or  not?  "  > 

"  Not,"  decided  Fleecer,  pleasantly.  "  I'll  give 
you  four  bits,  and  you  may  come  round  to-morrow, 
and  the  day  after  and  the  next  day,  for  the  same 
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««  fo,  it?    nZ^^"  '"  y'*^  "d  "hat  do  I 

entided  to  .  golden  chair  thl  T.I         T"'  y""  « 
"  That',  rieht   nA  T  !''1,''*''"«  »'  yw  lives." 

"Th—     *  .       '  ™°  "  '"•     renioMtrated  Sir*.™ 
iHere  ain't  anv  mtit,iA^  <-       .1.™  »'«em. 

"■ore.     I  guess  vou^^V       '"  P"""  '""ces  any 

time,  in  Ward  G  whf„  i  .^"^^..''''y''"'  "»'  *« 
the  coffee  of  the  IZ,  ft'l^o*"-*  drops  in 

LW  ^^'"  ^"  Big  bT"b' aTeJ-trt 
t-me Jjl_,pped  n,y  ,itt,e  „,d  h„,,„,  J^^/"  *« 

trian  »d  roSS  IRZ  ^^^^^^^  ""  '  ■"'"f 
noise  that  I  ordered  it  for  ookZT'  ^^  «"''*« 
won't  stand  for  the  char«  a^lff  /T"'"  "«  ' 
when  yon  haven't  stren«lf.   *'»'"«  day,  especially 

or  P-f  enou^  totttZ^r  v«f 't''^' 
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Sic'em  cocked  hit  hetd  tideways  to  consider  diat 
starding  idea. 

"  I  guess  tlie  wife  and  the  kids  could  work  it,"  he 
decided. 

You  might  work  a  little  yourself,  after  you  had 
been  kept  away  from  Kelly's  for  a  month  or  so," 
surmised  Jim,  studying  the  remains  of  Mr.  Towser 
with  curious  speculation.  "Anyhow,  I'm  going  to 
give  you  a  tryK)ut.  There's  only  a  hundred  and  ten 
of  these  Spavin  City  truck-patches  to  distribute,  and 
I  ve  already  listed  fifty-seven  of  them.  It's  this 
Failure  Farm  thing." 

"Oh,  that's  it?"  responded  Towser  with  a  ^^4ce 
of  a  sneer  in  his  voice.  "I  ain't  for  it  I  don't  like 
th€  name." 

"  It  fits  aU  right,"  retorted  Fleecer.  "  Look  this 
proposition  in  the  eye,  Sic'em.  You'll  have  an  acre 
of  good  ground,  a  dean  little  house,  rent-free,  a 
healthy  place  for  your  wife  and  the  kids,  and  a  living 
guaranteed.  Besides  diat,  you  have  a  chance  to  be 
mdependent." 

Sic'em  Towser  rose  in  the  full  height  of  his  pride. 

"  I'm  a  free-born  American  citizen,  and  I'm  no 
pauper,"  he  declared,  swaying. 

Jim  Fleecer  handed  him  a  piteous  ultimatum. 

"  Giv«  me  back  that  four  bits,"  he  demanded,  and, 
rismg,  held  out  his  hand. 

Sic'em  Towser  shrank  in  dismay.  That  threat 
meant  more  than  the  loss  of  this  particular  four  bits. 

I*  Who-all  is  going?  "  he  wanted  to  know. 

"Johnny  Kilduff  and  Spider  Doty  and  Lemon 
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thcmovcrforjroundf"         "^^'^^^^       Look 
Sic'cm  bent  over  the  dsdcf  .nj       l. 
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k'cco,  wWIe  the  woiMn  .„J  t-!^''  ""PP'ne  to. 

•nd  .t  that  the^llTJZ.      i"?  "*»  *«  »»*- 

Sic'em  .iXd  "^'  •«  *«  ther  .re  no».» 

."y""''' •*"««'"  fcededded 
0..n«™.-i;:'"{^;^.fj™;    •'If.the.n,, 
the  greitett  S  em  b,v«S', *">"'"  Citj-  ii 

^i:L^^-^'''-*<'"p%"."m"trth': 
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••" .  f«."  sCb„  ?ri:r'"» « *«  "«■* 

ow,"  he  told  her     "  o?l      './! ,'~"  »»  «h«f » 
butt-"  °*  ««"« 'f  it's  vaj  impor. 
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"  It  if,  Jim  t "  the  urged.  "  Cordelia's  here,  and 
we  can't  wait!" 

"  MHioie  goat'i  loose?  "  he  wanted  to  know. 

"  The  Failure  Farm,"  she  answered.  "  Jim,  you 
can't  pick  out  the  candidates.  Mrs.  Pikyune  has 
shifted  us  to  the  Extension  Committee  because  Cor- 
delia has  done  such  good  work  I  Isn't  it  mean  ?  Do 
hurry  I " 

"  I'll  come  right  away,"  he  promised  her,  and  hung 
up  the  receiver. 

"  Well,  Sic'em,  it's  aU  off,"  he  said.  "  I  won't 
send  you  to  the  Failure  Farm.    You  don't  like  the 


f* 


name. 

"  Forget  I  knocked  it,  Chief,"  pleaded  Sic'em, 
quivering  with  disappointment.  "  Honest,  Chief,  I 
want  to  take  the  wife  and  the  kids  out  in  the  coun- 
try and  the  fresh  air.     Could  we  keep  chickens?  " 

Jim  studied  him  for  a  moment  with  rising  sympa- 
thy. 

"  You  bet  you  may  keep  chickens,  old  mani "  he 
promised. 
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•fc'plon.^  but.  .ft«rhe  *n*''"r /'»''' P'«k«<I 
down  the  bu A  Now  t.^^  *""'«•'■  •**  «*«pp.d 
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"  but,  as  wc  would  say  down  in  my  office,  I  guess 
youVc  been  handed  a  wallop." 

"Wc  accept  the  term,"  smiled  Georgia,  whose 
eyes,  however,  still  glittered.  "  Mrs.  Pikyune  re- 
ceived a  hint,  through  some  one  of  your  pensioners, 
I  think,  that  the  selfction  of  candidates  for  the  Fail- 
ure Farm  was  to  be  political,  and  she  had  the  effront- 
ery to  tell  us  that  she  changed  us  to  the  Extension 
Committee,  instead  of  the  Selection  Committee,  as 
a  reward  for  our  services  in  making  her  movement 
so  much  bigger  than  she  had  planned  it." 

Jim  grinned  appreciatively. 
^^  "She's  a  live  old  scout  anyhow  I"  he  admired. 
"  It  now  remains  to  be  seen  if  she  can  take  a  beating 
as  well  as  she  can  hand  one  out.    How  does  she  eet 
it?"  * 

"  We  are  on  the  Extension  Committee,"  stated 
Cordelia  in  exactly  the  same  tone  she  had  used  be- 
fore—  a  rather  icy  tone  with  a  keen  crystalline  edge 
on  it.     "  We  propose  to  extend  the  movement." 

That's  what  you've  been  doing,"  slyly  suggested 
Jim.  "  What  i*  your  next  plan?  —  to  make  Mrs. 
Pikyune  the  national  head  of  the  Failure  Farm  move- 
ment?" 

"  We  don't  like  that  name."  Georgia  was  very 
demure.  "  It  seems  to  us  that  the  title  is  rather 
humiliating  and  destructive  of  self-respect." 

"  We  plan  to  have  the  state  take  up  the  work," 
explained  Cordelia,  "  under  the  title  of  the  Garden 
Cottage  Colony;  and  we  want  you  to  have  the  state 
appropriate  three  thousand  acres  of  land  and  lay  it 
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wd  watcr-works,  and  a  ^r       ?  .  ^'^^ 

to  have  one  acre  of  gro4d  g!«  .^'"V?"***  « 
appointed  by  the  »u%Tt^?l''^^  and  I  will  be 
wiU  be  the  mo«t  „l.T  ^V  "^''''"^  °^  odier  which 
us  contrS  or  teo^^^  "I'  ""'  '^^^^'^  -"  «iv1 

branch  organizalot  ^t t'tr^ rn'"^"*  ^^ 
ni'ttees,  and  enterta  n  ,1,.  ?    »PPOint  com- 

worker;  £ro„Xr,l*'r^   T"""'  •«'«• 
nx  that  for  us?  "  »«"iua  nave.     You  can 

"  Certainly."    He  was  absurdly  cheerful      "  Qi,  n 

youVe  m  Tu "for  t'^  **  '^  '*« "«d  job 
«  IS  very  Dig,  and  we  know  riiaf  iV  i.«„ij  u 

Pikyune  Failure  Farm  indeed  I  ^^"* 
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"  It  sounds  cute,"  agreed  the  maker  of  aldermen 
and  legislatures  and  governors.  "  It  would  give  a 
chance,  too,  for  several  good  fat  offices;  but  I  don't 
sec  how  we  could  purchase  that  much  land  without 
raising  a  howl  all  through  die  state,  nor,  in  fact, 
where  we  could  secure  so  large  a  tract  all  in  a  bunch." 
"I've  looked  it  all  up,"  responded  Cordelia,  be- 
coming more  animated.  "  The  state  had  a  large 
grant  set  aside  for  educational  purposes,  and  there 
are  three  thousand  acres  of  it  left." 

"  And  this  is  a  purely  educational  purpose,"  con- 
fidently stated  Georgia. 

"  If  it  is  necessary  we  can  even  change  the  name," 
urged  Cordelia.     "  It  could  be  called  the  School  of 
Practical  Garden  Agriculture." 
The  joy  of  Jim  Fleecer  was  huge  and  hearty. 
"  You  get  the  medal,"  he  applauded,  slapping  both 
knees  by  way  of  emphasis.     "  (The  boys  have  tried, 
for  twenty  years,  to  get  their  fangs  on  that  property, 
and  make  it  turn  up  an  official  revenue.    They'd  be 
tickled  stiff,  except  for  one  diing.     It  would  take  a 
five-million  cash  appropriation  to  finance  this  college, 
and  the  treasury  of  our  fair  state  has  been  in  the 
hands  of  busy  little  suction  cleaners  for  lol  these 
many  years.     A  five-million-dollar  bond  issue  would 
extract  from  the  intelligent  voter  a  scream  which 
would  be  heard  in  Hong  Kong." 

"  We  don't  need  a  bond  issue,"  quickly  stated  Cor- 
delia, all  her  cheerfulness  returm'ng.  "  I've  looked 
into  that  matter,  too.     The  state  has  plenty  of  ready 
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earlTyl:!?,:^  '".^rr,'"' '■"  "^  '^"«'"  «« 
packed?"  ^''''  °""S'».  is  my  .uitcaie 

»Ia;«r.  and  .e^^Hf  hUl^a,rr» '•*'!* 
Jim's  room.    The  leeislator,  .«j  «"'V"'ed  m 

of  the  pordi„„,  b.SnX"":tlT  '."^ 
coat  and  a  heaw  iroW  l,«o5  j  "^  '^^^  *  ^'ock 

deliberately  asYndlth."^ """''  *"^  '^'^  ^»J^^«d  «» 
«  W.ii     T  /    f."Pnant  crossing  a  bridffe 

."d  K.tnSdt^'"'  "*^"  ■«'" "  *« '«". 
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chin,  while  he  waited  for  Fleecer  to  finish  washing 
his  face  and  hands.  •       * 

"  I'm  glad  you're  feeling  husky,  because  there's  a 
big  patch  of  com  to  be  shucked,"  remarked  Mr. 

U^r^'A'""""?.^!  ^°''^^  '"  *«  *»"^«t  »nd  finish- 
mg  the  drying  of  h,s  hands  by  rubbing  them  over  each 

nol^?*»     ^'^^^y'^O'W  together  pretty  smoothly 

The  judge  looked  out  of  the  window  and  watched 
three  pigeons  leave  a  roof  with  three  separate  whirs. 
1  consider  that  the  representatives  of  both  par- 
ties are  working  in  splendid  harmony  for  the  com- 
mon good,"  he  replied. 

"Oh,  they  are  r'  returned  Fleecer,  eying  the  judge 
suspiciousbr.  "  They  must  have  just  divided  some- 
thmg.     What  was  it?" 

"I  could  not  admit,  even  as  a  foke,  that  there  was 
anyAmg  to  divide,"  proclaimed  the  judge,  who  was 
a  difficult  man  m  conversation,  but  a  perfectly  satis- 
factory  one  m  action.     "  They  have,  however,  just 
agreed  upon  the  Public  Service  Corporations  BiU, 
« V^i*,f  ""'"^^  o^  «f««  popular  benefit." 
Oh,    responded  Fleecer,  relieved.     "  I  thought 
maybe  they'd  been  slipping  one  past  me.     It  hap- 
pens  about  once  a  session;  but  somebody  always 
loses  an  ear.     Did  you  ever  notice  that?  " 

The  barest  trace  of  a  smile  flitted  from  the  firm 
corners  of  the  judge's  lips. 
"  Is  the  com  you  mention  about  ripe?  " 
"  You  could  blow  off  its  whiskers,"  confidently  as- 
serted  Fleecer,  sitting  at  the  comer  of  die  table  and 
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I  ve  found  a  f,„cy  „«-  w.v  hC  -S.  '?  *"^- 
•»d  on  «  large  K.k^ri,?'!  "*?"'«  "»  »"«•. 
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The  judge  looked  out  of  the  ^.a 
l>™w.g,d,eredintobud»taot.  ^;r^r'  *^  "' 
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«8ned  earnestly  aeaimf  -^    •  .'""'«  ••'"T* 

expendihire,  frLT",u«A  """^  ."  "'-''"•'d 
pouted  hi,  do«Iy  cut  '•"P'.''' ''^"'"'•t      ••    He 

longer.  •■  Did  y/u^i^^^^  ""^  P""''':    '  «  «ttle 
we  the  entire  amount?^  '^°"  '"°""  "^i 

"heme  ha,  been  »]^7  n^'i    Eve^r  other 
yon  wouldn't  listen  "  "*  '■*»»°»  "V 

plans.    "  What  i,  it?  "  "*''' "'  Fleecer". 

"Tl»  F«l„re  F.™  n-ovement."    Jin.  n.«„ 
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grinned  "  You've  heard  of  it  It's  a  icheme  for 
turning  a  lot  of  spavined  old  has-beens  out  among 
the  twittering  birds  and  the  jimson  posies;  and  every 
time  you  get  rid  of  a  town  nuisance  you  get  applauded 
for  being  an  alabaster-winged  angel  of  charity.  It's 
a  strong  vote-getter." 

The  judge  looked  at  him  in  slow  perplexity.  He 
thought  heavily  and  thoroughly,  while  the  mottled 
pigeon  flew  into  wide  circles  without  coaxing  a  fol- 
lower. 

"  But  how  do  you  make  out  that  it  can  be  supported 
from  our  only  available  fund?"  he  objected.  "I 
can't  see  where  you  get  your  extreme  elasticity.  To 
my  mind  there's  absolutely  nothing  educational  about 
it" 

"  Your  only  drawback,  Judge,  is  that  you  have  no 
imagination,"  declared  Fleecer  with  a  grin.  "  What 
higher  branch  of  education  can  there  be  than  to  teach 
an  old  ex-murdercr,  so  saturated  widi  fusel  oil  that 
he  can't  mark  a  ballot  how  to  till  the  rich  brown 
soil,  and  make  a  partial  living  out  of  raising  dill 
pickles  and  pink  onions?  After  Oily  Evans  has  fin- 
ished polishing  up  the  bill  the  scheme  will  cUss  as  a 
School  of  Agriculture." 

The  white  pigeon  flew  from  the  roof.  The  gray 
one  followed  immediately.  The  motdcd  one  trailed 
after  reluctantly. 

"  I'm  afraid  of  it"  The  strong,  beautiful  white 
pigeon  was  evidently  the  leader.  The  judge  fol- 
lowed its  swift  flight  admiringly.  He  turned  ques- 
tioning eyes  on  Fleecer.    "Why  are  you  so  thor- 
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Bj-the-way,  Judge,  when  this  thing  it  pulled  I  have 
to  have  the  naming  of  the  f anqr  officers  —  the  glory 
ones,  you  know,  without  any  salariet." 

"  I  thought  all  the  candidate^  for  glory  offices  had 
been  satisfied,"  mused  die  judge.  "  This  is  bccom- 
ing  an  unpleasantly  practical  age,  I  find." 

"  ^^*  ***^*?  ■''*  °"^y  beginning,"  Fleecer  reminded 
him.  "  If  this  strong  educational  movement  is  pot 
under  die  patronage  of  the  ladies  it  will  be  so 
wordiy  that  no  editor's  wife  will  stand  for  a  knock. 
Let's  figure  a  little  closer  on  this  five  million.  Judge." 

"  By  all  means,"  agreed  the  judge  widi  a  feeling 
of  grave  responsibility.  "  The  expenditure  of  so 
much  money  for  the  public  good  ceruinly  requires 
careful  deliberation." 

"  It  does  if  you  want  to  stick  round  where  diere's 
more,"  agreed  Fleecer.  "  Let's  start  with  the  con- 
tracts." 

For  a  full  hour  they  figured,  and  dien  the  judge 
slowly  and  thoughtfully  tore  the  papers  into  minute 
bits. 

"  A  round  million,"  he  mused. 

He  looked  thoug^itfully  out  at  the  roof.  The 
mottled  pigeon  and  the  white  one  were  having  a  ter- 
rific fight.  The  mottled  one  at  last  flew  away,  pur- 
sued by  the  strong  young  white  one. 

"  It  looks  to  me  like  an  extremely  worthy  and 
noble  and  useful  educational  project." 

The  white  pigeon  came  bade,  and  die  gray  one 
nesded  tightly  against  him. 
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a  lilt  of  the  heads  of  mbcominitteet  ~  the  committee 
on  garden  teedt. 

A  neat  state  employ^  brought  them  in  tome  mail. 
The  President  opened  a  letter  which  bore  a  New 
York  postmark. 

"  Glorious  I "  Cordelia  exclaimed.  "  Mrs.  Wyley 
Miles  is  to  be  a  delegate  to  our  National  Garden 
Cottage  Congress  I  It  will  be  quite  the  smartest 
sodety  event  of  the  season." 

How  well  our  work  progresses  I "  cried  Georgia 
with  sparkling  eyes.  "  We  have  no  one  on  our  list 
now  but  the  acknowledged  society  leaders  of  every- 
where. It's  wonderful  what  stupendous  things  so- 
ciety can  accomplish.  I  suppose  we  should  really 
have  some  new  photographs  taken." 

"  By  all  means,"  assented  Cordelia,  looking  out 
happily  through  the  lace<urtained  windows  to  where 
swarms  of  state  contract  workmen  wtre  erecting 
Garden  Cottage  City.  "Isn't  charity  uplifting  I" 
She  mused  and  smiled  in  silence  for  a  while  over 
that  exalting  thought,  and  then  she  returned  to  the 
letter. 

"  Mrs.  Wyley  Miles  is  sending  a  Mrs.  Judson  Pen- 
dennis  to  me  with  a  note  of  introduction.  Mrs. 
Pendennis  intends  to  locate  here.  I  wonder  what 
she  is  like." 

"  I  wonder."    Georgia  was  placidly  indifferent 
"  Mrs.  Wyley  Miles  says  that  Mrs.  Pendennis  is 

very  active  socially."    . 
"  Oh."    Georgia  Fleecer  laid  aside  her  attitude 

of  placid  indifference. 
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AND  whatever  yoa  do,"  added  Mn.  Wyley 
Miles,  "  be  rare  you  accept  the  guidance  of 
Cordelia  Blossom  I  '*  and  she  glanced  into  her  mirror 
to  see  if  her  new  masseuse  was  really  reducing  that 
double  diin. 

Mrs.  Judson  Pendennis  stiffened  a  trifle,  but  only 
internally.  She  might  be  compelled  to  accept  lead- 
ership in  New  York,  but  not  in  a  crude,  semidvilized, 
interior  city. 

**  I'm  very  grateful  for  your  advice,  I'm  sure,**  she 
sweetly  returned. 

The  experienced  Mrs.  Wyley  Miles,  who  knew  all 
about  everybody  of  social  importance,  smiled  with  a 
slight  trace  of  grimness. 

"  Well,  it  isn*t  entirely  advice;  it*s  partly  a  warn- 
ing. Cordelia  is  one  of  the  Maryland  Whichetts,  a 
Daughter  of  the  Revolution,  the  wife  of  Colonel 
Watterson  Blossom,  of  the  Virginia  Blossoms;  she 
is  president  of  the  Isis  Cub,  and  a  remarkably  clever 
woman." 

"  That  promises  well,"  responded  Mrs.  Penden- 
nis, brightening.  "  I  had  feared  to  find  no  social 
activity  worth  while.'* 
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sidcr  it  a  pleasant  privilege  to  give  a  quiet  little  after- 
noon  affair,  so  you  may  meet  some  of  my  friends." 

"  How  dear  of  you  1 "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Pendeimis, 
claspmg  her  hands  under  her  chin.  "  I  shall  accept 
your  kindness  with  tremendous  gratitude." 

"Have  you  selected  an  at-home  day?"  inquired 
Cordelia,  with  a  mind  alert  for  all  the  intricacies  of 
that  vexed  problem. 

"Thursdays,"     returned    Mrs.     Pendennis,     so 

prompdy  that  Cordelia  had  an  inkling  of  something. 

I  ve  conducted  little  Thursday  afternoon  teas  so 

long  that  I  shall  be  quite  lost  until  I  have  diem 

inaugurated  again." 

Cordelia's  smooth  brow  bore  no  trace  of  her  trou- 
bled  thought. 

"I'm  so  glad  you  came  to  me  right  away,"  she 
stated.  I  can  tell  you  so  much  of  local  conditions. 
For  instance,  Thursday  is  die  afternoon  on  which  we 
hold  aU  our  Isis  Club  affau-s,  and  the  ladies  usuaUy 
keep  that  day  open —  though  not  aU  die  affairs  are 
important." 

"How  unfortunate  I  "  remarked  Mrs.  Pendennis, 
but  with  no  sign  of  dismay.  Instead,  her  jaws  closed 
widi  a  hint  of  firmness.  "  Really,  I  shaU  be  in  some- 
what  of  a  dilemma  if  that  is  the  case;  for  I  have 
already  made  certain  arrangements  which  render 
Thursday  unperative.  Moreover,  Mildred's  class  is 
at  hberty  on  that  day,  and  I  do  like  to  have  die  dear 
girl  with  me  at  my  affairs." 

Cordelia  was  dioughtful  for  a  moment  She  per- 
ceived  that  Mrs.  Pendennis  did  not  care  to  l^n 
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prominence  was  to  rapid  as  to  be  startling.  Every- 
body who  was  anybody  flocked  to  the  handsome  big 
Pendennit  residence,  and  all  improved  their  minds 
under  the  tutelage  of  various  imported  special- 
ists. 

A  suffragette  from  London;  a  traveler  from 
Lhasa;  a  seeress  from  France;  a  theosophist  from 
India;  a  deep-breathing  expert  from  Vienna  — these 
and  many  others,  covering  the  entire  range  of  the 
arts  and  sciences,  thought,  religion  and  physical  cul- 
ture, dispensed  free  uplift  at  Mrs.  Pendennis'  ex- 
pense, while  Mildred  and  her  rosy-cheeked  girl 
friends  from  the  pottery  dass  in  decoration,  drew  tea 
from  a  tall  bronze  samovar  and  passed  the  sand- 
wiches. 

The  entire  system  was  a  glorious  triumph  of  mind 
over  matter,  and  the  erstwhile  social  leaders  sadly 
watched  the  meteoric  ascendency  of  this  new  star, 
while  Mrs.  Pendennis  wore  always  that  smile  of  cahn 
sureness.^  After  all,  the  place  was  not  so  dull  since 
she  had  infused  life  and  gayety  into  it,  and  there  was 
some  compensation  in  being  a  leader  here  radier  than 
a  follower  in  New  York.  She  thought,  with  cheer- 
ful satisfaction,  of  her  next  meeting  with  Mrs.  Wyley 
Miles. 

The  climax  of  her  success  came  at  a  regular  meet- 
ing of  the  Isis  Club,  when  her  dearest  new  friend, 
Mrs.  Chalmers,  introduced  a  motion  to  change  Ae 
ofiidal  dub  afternoon  from  Tliursday  to  Tuesday. 
She  was  about  to  add  a  few  observations  when  Presi- 
dent Cordelia  Blossom,  who  had  reduced  the  delib- 
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Blossom  still  smiled  serenely. 
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cheeks,  tnd  the  three  in  her  brow,  and  the  three  on 
her  nose  sunk  deeper  '1.  'n  usual.  Cordelia  Blossom 
recognized  this  defeat*  !  rival  for  leadership  honors 
with  a  particularly  gracious  bow. 

"Madam  IVesident  and  members  of  the  Isis 
Club,"  Mrs.  Pikyune  began  in  a  voice  which  almost 
trembled:  "  I  had  hoped  never  to  see  this  day  I  I 
founded  this  local  branch  of  the  Isis  Club,  and  was 
for  many  years  its  president;  and  in  all  my  time  of 
office  no  proposition  was  ever  entertained  or  offered 
to  make  the  club  of  secondary  importance  to  private 
affairs!  I  consider  this  the  beginning  of  the  end, 
and  I  wish  to  go  on  rect)rd  as  combatting  the  motion 
with  my  last  breath !  I  am  only  glad  to  know  that 
it  is  not  one  of  our  own  members  who  is  offering 
shows  so  superior  as  to  deaden  the  interest  in  the  Isis 
Club  on  Thursdays  I  Personally,  I  should  like  to 
hear  the  opinion  of  the  present  president" 

Cordelia  smiled  down  at  Mrs.  Pikyune  forgivingly. 

"  I  call  the  Second  Vice-President  to  the  chair." 
She  yielded  her  gavel  to  her  best  friend  and  most 
reliable  ally,  Georgia  Fleecer.  "  My  opinion  has 
been  asked  on  this  motion,"  Cordelia  stated,  after 
addressing  the  chair  in  the  form  she  had  so  carefully 
tau^t  the  members,  "  and  I  must  point  out  that  a 
valuable  addition  to  our  social  colony  has  been  re- 
sponsible for  the  present  decay  of  the  Thursday  aft- 
ernoon affairs  which,  under  the  able  leadership  of 
your  former  president,  did  so  much  to  center  and 
organize  society  in  this  city.  It  is  perhaps  my  fault, 
and  not  that  of  the  entertainment  committee,  that  the 
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"  No  I "  voted  Clara  Pikyunc. 
After  the  meeting  had  adjourned,  Cordelia  and 
Georgia  Fleecer  met  Mrs.  Pikyune  in  the  cloakroom. 

J  r  ^«  «***  *^"^*^  ^  ""«***  "^  y®»'"  »*>d  Cor- 
delia.  Won't  you  have  time  to  stop  for  a  cup 
of  tea?"  ^ 

"I  diink  not;  thank  you,"  returned  Qara,  still 
quivenng  from  the  hurt  which  had  happened  to  her 
pet  organization.  "  Cordelia,  why  did  you  urge  re- 
Imquishing  the  Isis  Club  Thursdays  in  favor  of  Mrs. 
Pendennis'  affairs?  " 

"So  that  we  may  get  back  our  Thursdays,"  cooed 
Cordelia  sofdy.  "  Do  stop  and  have  some  tea  with 
Georgia  and  me  I " 

Clara  Pikyune  studied  the  round-mouthed  and 
round<ycd  expression  of  her  usurping  rival  for  a  mo- 
ment m  silence;  and  then  she  smiled. 

"  I  think  I  wiU;  thank  you." 
♦     *     * 

Georgia  Fleecer  lighted  her  husband's  cigar  for 
him,  as  he  lay  sprawled  out  on  the  big  leather  couch 
in  the  study  after  dinner.  She  pushed  the  tabouret 
with  the  coffee  conveniendy  to  his  elbow  and  sat  on 
the  other  side  of  it  in  her  favorite  rocker.  She 
wore  the  old  pompadour  evening  gown  which  he  so 
much  admired,  and  she  sat  just  where  die  sofdy 
tontcd  light  feU  on  her  to  the  best  advantage.  Tim 
Fleecer,  quite  comfortably  digesting,  puffing  lazUy 
and  sipping  at  his  coffee,  looked  at  Georgia  in  great 
peace,  and  decided  diat  it  was  good  to  be  successful. 
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"You  certainly  look  fine  to  father,  TumpeUyl" 
ne  complimented  her. 

"I  had  to  to-night,"  ihe  laughingly  admitted    "I 
want  something." 

Jim  Fleecer  chuckled  for  two  solid  minutes, 
rou  re  some  campaign  manager.    If  you  come 
a  little  closer,  and  add  a  kiss  to  the  way  you  look, 
ril  promise  anything."  ^ 

She  obliged  him  instantly,  and  did  not  even  wince 
when  he  ruffled  her  hair. 

"I  want  the  governor  and  his  entire  staff  here 
for  a  reception,  in  the  parlors  of  the  Hotel  Gilder, 
a  week  from  Thursday  afternoon,"  she  told  him. 

Jim  Fleecer  spilled  the  ashes  down  his  shirtfront 

"You  want  what  I" 

"  It  can  be  done  —  can*t  it?  " 

He  sat  up  and  emptied  his  demitasse. 
I  don  t  get  you,"  he  puzzled,  absolutely  loM  in 

"  The  social  landscape,"  she  laughed.  "  It»s  al- 
most  time  for  your  political  activities  to  begm  asain 
—  isn  t  It,  Jim  ?  " 

af"fZ'v^''i"^AV^''''}'^'^'    "As  a  matter 
of  fact,  I  vc  already  had  a  few  of  the  boy.  sneaking 

^IT^XTJ  T''  '^""^^^  ^^''  «"  oh-gradouij 
party  of  that  kind  as  a  political  activity." 

Georgia  giggled,  as  a  confession  of  guilt. 

««  -it  ?T  "^'^'f  ""^  ^"^'^  fmctioriB  among  the 
offiaals?     she  inquired.    "  I  should  think  it  would 
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be  very  nice  to  have  the  governor  and  hit  staff  here 
M  the  guetti  of  the  dty." 

I  I"!,  ^'•f *'  '*^^  ^^*'^  becoming  croM^ed  at  he 
bUdc  coffee  *  *^  ^*  ^"^"^  ^*"*'^'  ***"*  """ 
f Jii"  « 'tS  ^""i"  ''^J''"  •P""«  *«  i<>^«'"  he  of. 

.1.."  ^'I\?  ^*"f  ?  "^«  »*  *  ^^nr  elaborate  affair," 
the  carefuUy  explained.  "  Vd  like  to  give  it  die  dii- 
nity  of  a  ttate  function,  and  have  a  tplendid  long 
receiving  line,  and  —  and  all  that." 

••  I  tee,"  he  returned,  hit  brow  beginning  to  dear 
T  .?.*^'"  *^~"™»«  on  tbc  todety  page;  aU  the  firtt 
raniiliet,  and  you  twinging  die  baton;  Cordelia  Blot- 
•om  and  Clara  Pikyune  in  die  front  rank;  and  every- 
Ijody  who  can  ttand  off  a  drettmaker  compeUed  to  be 
there  or  play  dead  I "  k      «  w  uc 

."l^njf'li^na:  like  that."    She  tmUed. 

•* ..  k  u  *^/°"  ^*''*  '°  ^°  »  *o  ^«nt  it  and  I'm  for 
It,  he  heartdy  assured  her.  "  But,  FriUs,  can't  you 
•tage  a  stunt  of  that  kind  without  draggmg  aU  those 

wTtd?""     °®"'*°^^*"  ^°^"  h««  ^'on>  the  state 

J'/!!*  IVl  ?*"^">^'"  *^*  *°^*^  h'"'  ^'th  a  some- 
what troubled  brow.     «  You  see,  there  are  so  many 

counter  attractions  on  that  day.     Mrs.  Pendennit 
Holds  her  parties  on  Thursdays." 

"  Then  why  don't  you  pick  some  other  day?  "  he 
densely  wondered. 

Georgia  Fleecer  did  not  answer  that  foolith  quet- 
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a7.-»  "  •  «  «»od  pUy  yoq're  making,  thoueh.    If 
you  WMt  to  queer?"  ""  ^"^J'  '^' 

•ne  took  up  with  one  of  theie  new-thought  f»di" 

■•  I'm     •*     "^ .  **•    ""PPy-"    l«    conmiented 
I  m  wi4  y„^  though,  th,t  the.e  freak  wT^ 

•.  out  you  get  me  thn  one's  name,  and  I'U  have 
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him  looked  up  in  the  BerdUon  department  It*t 
always  eaiy  to  get  something  on  a  guy  like  that;  and 
I  can  arrange  to  have  him  pinched  at  the  tea.  I 
gucM  that  would  put  a  crimp  in  her.** 

"Mercy,  no!*'  shrieked  Georgia,  and  lost  her- 
self  in  a  paroxysm  of  laughter,  with  both  her  arms 
round  her  husband's  neck  for  support  "That's 
beautiful  of  you,  Jim;  but  the  ruks  of  the  game 
don't  sanction  that  method.  If  you'll  just  get  the 
governor  and  his  suff  — for  a  start— we  shall  do 
very  nicely,  I'm  sure." 

"  For  a  start?  "  he  blankly  repeated.  "  Oh,  all 
right.  Ribbons;  I'm  here  ^reliable  old  Jim.  Just 
hand  me  a  list" 

"We  may  have  the  governor  then!"  guessed 
Georgia  happily,  and  rose— "that  is,  if  he  has  no 
other  engagements." 

"He  hasn't  any,"  Jim  promptly  assured  her  — 
"none  that  are  gomg  to  count,  anyhow.  You  go 
ahead  with  your  arrangements,  and  I'll  produce  a 
governor.  Would  you  rather  have  him  with  his 
whiskers  or  dean-shaved?  " 

"  In  a  uniform,  if  possible,"  giggled  Georgia,  and 
crossed  to  the  'phone,  where  she  called  up  Cordelia 
Blossom. 

"  I  have  the  best  news  for  you,  Cordelia  I  "  cooed 
Georgia.  "  I  have  just  found  out  that  the  governor 
and  his  staff  will  be  here  a  week  from  Thursday,  for 
a  reception  at  the  Hotel  Gilder,  if  they  are  formally 
invited  by  the  mayor  to  be  the  guests  of  the  city. 
And,  by-the-way,  it  will  not  be  necessary  for  the 
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|^lo«d  to  name  a  date  in  hi.  i„vit«tion.  The  gover- 
~^  nye  «  weeic  from  TT,««Uy  |„'£"2^ 
^^'  You  can  arrange  that-  can't  you,  Jim?  " 
•he  atked,  tunung  from  the  'phone.  "^ 

Jim  fleecer,  whose  ihoulden  were  h^inno  k»A 
no  command  of  hi.  voice.  h^VnSdteeaA 

C«w!?!i*'  "^*"«  ''^  **«  *«Mone,  found  the 
Cotonel  deq,  m  the  page,  of  Dni^mond'.  Natural 

for  th^e  S±r*^"\^^'^''  -"^  '^^  waited  S; 

m^'thfpS:^.  '*^"'  '^*  '^•''••-  •"  '^^^  ^^  to 

ne  rtated.       Quite  fortunately,  I  have  not  be^ 
compelled  to  be  e'lthmr     u-  •  .  °**" 

portion.  elL^^T  *  V  """^'  o^  *«  »!>- 

powtion,  elected  by  gang  method.,  and  a  tool  of 

..«-    1*  •liime— iVt  it?"  CofdeK.  went  on 
So  oft«  on.  «»Id  like  to  «ch«H,  th.^^^^ 


! 
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proper  locit]  courteiicfl  if  it  were  not  for  the  di»> 
treMing  perMmality  of  the  people  concerned.  I 
didn't  know  you  htd  such  an  aversion  to  the  gover- 
nor; but  I  might  have,  since  you  have  never  oiSdally 
recognized  him." 

The  Colonel  was  deeply  troubled. 

"  My  dear,  I  trust  I  have  not  been  remiss  in  any 
of  the  decent  and  customary  observances,**  he  worw 
ried.  "  As  E.  P.  WiUetts,  I  heartily  disapprove  of 
the  gentleman;  but,  as  governor,  he  has  no  person- 
ality. I  hope  I  am  far  too  just  to  withhold  any  re- 
•pect  due  that  high  oiSce.'* 

"I  knew  you*d  feel  that  way  about  it  I'*  enthu- 
siastically complimented  Cordelia.  "  I  always  rely 
absolutely  on  your  unselfish  sense  of  fairness;  and  I 
was  quite  sure  you  had  merely  forgotten  to  exercise 
your  privilege  and  duty,  as  host,  to  mvite  the  gover- 
nor and  his  staff  to  accept  the  official  courtesies  of 
the  city.** 

The  Colonel  revolved  that  matter  thoroughly  in 
his  mind. 

"To  be  quite  trudifiil  with  you,  Cordelia,**  he 
finaDy  confessed,  "  I  did  not  know  that  such  a  pro- 
cedure  was  customary." 

He  looked  at  her  doubtfully,  and  that  adroit  lady 
decided  also  to  be  candid. 

"To  be  equally  truthful  with  you.  Watt,"  she 
laughed,  "  I  am  not  very  sure  of  it  myself;  but  I  do 
think  it  would  be  ideal  I  You  could  have  them  down 
in  their  uniforms,  or  whatever  they  wear  —  the  gov- 
ernor and  his  entire  staff  —  and  have  a  splendid  stag 
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Jmier  for  them,  where  you  and  tU  the  other  letd- 

^J^i^'t  T  ~»^.lT•^•»  n^^^i  wd  in  the 
•ftemoon  the  ltdi<»  could  hold  ■  reception  for  them 
w  the  ptrlor.  of  the  Hotel  GUder.  It  would  be  1 
^tl  mnt  of  gre.t  importance,  end  do  much  to^ut 

fr.mrrr;r!rt'  \^T\  •^*'«fc^««d  hi.  .lender 
frame  end  dmirt  out  hi.  little  gray  goatee. 

Jhe  office  ha.  not  the  dignity  it  Memed  to  pot- 

.^^irdjld""  •  '**"'  "^•" ""'  -^-^  ^=*'"«y 

h™?      •  i**'  ?•  "**•*  P*'^*  ">«"  o^  no  Wrth  or 

It  diould  be  hi.  duty  and  pleawrc  to  rai.e  the  office 
to  a  point  where  it  wiU  be  attractive  to  other  gentl^ 
men.  • 

"  Cordelia,  I  never  ceaM  to  marvel  at  the  delicacy 
of  your  perception  of  dutyl  You  are  both  a  guide 
tnd  a  conwencc  to  me.  You  have  made  a  briUiant 
.ugge.tion.  and  I  diaU  act  upon  it  at  once." 

I  felt  .ure  you  would  if  the  matter  were  brought 

deha  I  wouldn't  .et  any  .pccific  date  in  my  in- 
vitation,  Watt.  That.  I  think.  Aould  be  left  to  th" 
governor*,  convenience." 

"Certainly,"    he    promptly    acquie^ed.     "You 
will,  of  cour.c,  take  charge  of  the  ladie.'  reception." 
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"  With  pIcMure,"  tweedy  granted  Cordelii.  "  If 
there  is  any  way  in  which  I  can  help  you,  Watt,  I  am 
only  too  anxious  to  do  $o.  I'm  to  glad  you  agreed 
to  promptly  with  my  idea  that  the  mayor  thould 
take  every  occaiion  to  rcpretent  the  dignity,  wealth 
and  progrestivenett  of  his  city  in  hit  own  perton. 
By-thc-way,  aren't  they  beginning  the  work  on  the 
new  plaza?" 

"Yes,  I  think  they  are  laying  out  the  location  of 
the  new  curbing." 

"I  thought  so.    Then,  Watt,  we  should  lay  a 
cornerstone  at  once." 
The  Colonel  looked  at  her  blankly. 

•11  ^^^'  "^^  ^^"*  ^  ^°^^^  '^  **  memorial  fountain 
will  be  ready  to  put  in  place  for  two  years." 

"  I  know,"  she  admitted;  "  but  we  should  lay  a 
cornerstone  for  the  plaza  itself,  and  have  the  sculp- 
tor here,  and  a  senator  to  make  a  speech,  and  you 
to  introduce  him.  The  very  beginning  of  the  work. 
Watt,  dear,  should  be  attended  with  impressive  cere- 
monies. You  know  it*8  really  an  Isis  Club  affair, 
smce  our  art  committee  selected  the  design;  and  I'm 
•"^«  yo»*"  not  going  to  begin  ne^ecting  the  ladies." 

The  Colonel  rose,  crossed  the  room  and  kissed  her 
hand  with  old^scfaool  gallantry. 

"  Not  while  I  have  so  peerless  a  lady  to  remind 
me  of  my  duty  to  her  sex  I "  and  holding  the  hand 
he  had  just  kissed,  he  patted  it  softly.  *♦  When  shall 
we  lay  your  cornerstone,  my  dear?  " 

"Just  a^  soon  as  the  sculptor  can  come,  I  should 
•ay,  •  she  told  him,  looking  at  him  widi  her  dear, 
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round  cyet.  "  You  might  ask  him  about  it  to-mor- 
row— at  the  ume  time  you  are  writing  to  the  gov- 
ernor. I  want  him  to  confer  again  with  our  art 
wmmittee  in  the  near  future;  I  thai!  drop  a  line  to 
hun  about  it  Poiiibly  he  might  combine  the  two 
errands." 

That  very  night,  before  she  retired,  Cordelia  wrote 
to  the  sculptor,  who  owed  his  first  large  commission 
to  her,  and  asked  him  if  he  could  meet  widi  the  Isis 
Club  art  committee  at  a  morning  session  two  weeks 
from  the  following  Thursday. 


XVII 
The  Pottery  Exhibit 

CLARA  PIKYUNE,  attended  by  a  person  who 
carried  her  wrap,  visited  the  Femwood  Pot- 
tery; and  the  manager,  who  was  an  expert  in  days, 
firing,  glazes,  decorative  effects  and  human  nature, 
was  tremendously  attentive  to  her;  for  Clara  Pikyune 
was  one  of  the  Fernwood*s  most  valuable  patron- 
esses. She  had  headed  die  guaranty  fund;  she  had 
suggested  the  pottery  class,  which  had  become  such 
a  fad  among  wealthy  daughters;  she  talked  Fem- 
wood glaze  wherever  she  went;  and  for  Christmas 
and  birthday  presents  and  bridge  prizes  she  used 
nothing  else. 

Mrs.  Pikyune  went  through  the  entire  plant  as 
usual;  and  this  time  she  seemed  to  be  more  pleased 
than  ever  with  the  work  of  the  decorating  dass. 

"  Really,  you  should  exhibit  this  work,"  she  sug- 
gested, examining  a  chrysanthemum  vase  widi  a  criti- 
cal lorgnette. 

"  I  have  often  thought  of  it,"  said  the  smiling 
manager,  who  was  almost  too  good  a  business  man 
to  be  an  artist,  and  too  good  an  artist  to  be  a  busi- 
ness man,  and  too  good  a  diplomat  to  be  either.  "  If 
I  could  secure  sponsors  for  such  an  exhibit,  I  should 
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^e  more  than  glad  to  devote  special  attention  to 

"  If  I  wn  help  you  with  the  social  end  of  it  I  shall 

teT" -t^^f  •"  ^"-  «^^«  gradlly  of 
'crea.       I  expect  to  go  away  in  the  early  sDrina 

t::z\T'  ""^;^?-»'^-'-'Jdgiv:yLs 

fc«ve  to  be  immediately.     Could  you  arrange  for  it 
in  about  three  weeks? '»  "i^nuigc  tor  it 

clM.  already  h..  „  idle  day."^  beli  *.T       ^"" 
Jtcs  —  Thursdays." 

^e.     SMI  we  My  d,ree  week,  from  next  ThurJ 
-L  °'^"'J'^"''*  n-y  memorandum  book?^ 

i;«r  f!"""  "'"'  "'"«'  I""  "«?  produced  d,e 
ltd.  «,.de<overed  book  in  question  wdn^ouSv 
Prq>ared  a  fountain  pen  for  use.  "«n"»»ly 

Or  Saturday,"  die  person  insinuated.     "  The 
P^^  h«  a  half-holiday  on  Saturday,  anyi,ow,]^u 

Mn.  Pikyuse  hm,ed  on  the  person  alowlir  and 

venien,  >l7,»  1.  Saturday  is  a  more  con- 

«ger.     why,  of  course,  we  can  arrange  it  that  wav  " 

a.  open«I  her  memorandum  book  to  enter  tZc 

By  no  mean.  I "  hastily  rejoined  the  m^iageT! 
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with  a  glance  of  withering  contempt  at  the  perton 

who    carried    Mrs.    Fikyime'»    wrap.    "Saturday 

would  not  do  at  all. 

Mrs.  Pikyune  stiU  hesitated.  . .  .  „„„ij 

"  Thursday.  I  judge,  is  the  only  day  which  would 

really    be    convenient    for    you."    she    surmised. 

"  Three  weeks  from  next  Thursday."  ^^ 

"  Any  other  day  would  be  ahnost  impossible. 

promptly  acquiesced  the  manager,  studying  her  hrm 

countenance.  .    ..**i-4'» 

"  Very  well,  then,  we  shall  consider  it  settled, 
went  on  Mrs.  Pikyune,  much  relieved  to  find  that 
the  manager  had  insisted  on  the  exact  day.  phe  dtad 
not  care  to  take  that  responsjbihty.  Come, 
Claymore  1 "  And,  well  pleased  with  the  uphft  work 
she  was  doing  for  the  Fernwood  Pott^'T,  »nd  the 
decorating  dass,  she  took  her  husband.  Claymore, 

and  weitt  home. 

♦     ♦     * 

It  was  a  pink  afternoon  at  Mrs.  Judson  Pendennis', 
and  that  aggressive  lady  was  in  a  balloonlike  state 
of  exultation,  as  carriage  after  carriage  stopped  at 
her  door  and  delivered  roseate  consignments  of  fluffi- 
ness.     Not  one  of  her  Thursdays  had  been  so  weU 
attended  as  thisl     Her  affairs  were  increasing  m 
popularity  every  week.     For  this  one  afternoon  she 
had  turned  the  town  pink.     Just  everybody  was 
there  1     They  simply  had  to  come  or  acknowledge 
thcihselves  not  in  society! 

Now  that  she  had  shown  her  power,  by  compelling 
the  Isis  Club  to  give  her  functions  a  clear  field,  she 
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oftt^'l  '°  ^«  greater  height..  Nothing  Aon 
of  absolute  monarchy  would  satisfy  her-  and  whJ« 
that  ca^e  d,e  planned  to  recUssify  I  .^i.  "l^T 
If  .he  could  only  see  Mrs.  Wyley  Miles!  * 

-  CorH  r  ?  "^^f*  *"^^'^  ^''^  Georgia  Fleecer 
^d  M   t      VJ!^  ^^  «"»y  «"<J  Georgia  in  p74 

I  m  so  very  glad  you  came  I  "guAed  Mrs  Pen. 
to  Ae  othw  of  these  two  of  her  dearest  friends 

delU^^Z'j  r"  m'*  '^''  ""''•"  «>"'«"«d  Cor. 
aelia,  beaming  frankly  at  her.     "What  >  nr»» 

deTof^t;  -•  '"^  "  '"  »  P''^'    ^'•'  "  -"T 

P^Z  '^•rl  ^  '?'."I  ~"  '«""■«>  Mrs. 

raaennis.       I  m  sure  it's  gattery,  but  it's  verv 

pleMant  to  hear  just  the  «une."  ^ 

It  isn't  flattery  at  all.    I  really  don't  «..  1. 

who  subscribed  to  the  Housdiold  Guide  hTrSf' 

"  Hasn't  she  I  "  admired  Cordelia,  catching  ud  her 
«...  P™.pdy  ..  if  it  had  been  reheamd^  •■  r™ 
have  no  idea,  Mrs.  Pendennis,  how  you've  out  n.  „n 
our  metde.     Why,  every  day  in  T  wc'eif  ""s. 
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crowded  thit  there  wouldn't  be  room  for  a  wed- 
ding." 

"  It*8  lucky  we  have  Sundays  left,"  chimed  in  the 
sparkling  Georgia.  "  There  are  half  a  down  im- 
portant at  homes  on  Mondays  —  places  where  one 
really  must  drop  in,  if  only  for  a  moment.  On  Tues- 
days the  new  series  of  positively  entrancing  Isis  Club 
entertainments  simply  compels  attendance.  On 
Wednesdays  Cordelia's  classical  musicales  have 
proved  overwhelmingly  successful.  It's  Chopin  next 
week  — isn't  it,  dear?  On  Thursdays  there  are 
your  own  beautiful  and  novel  parties.  On  Fridays 
the  circle  of  progressive  charity  card  parties,  inaugu- 
rated by  Mrs.  Pikyune,  has  taken  the  town  by  storm; 
and  on  Saturdays  there  are  always  a  dozen  impera- 
tive places  to  attend.  I  tremble  to  think  what  we 
shall  do  if  anything  more  is  crowded  on  us  I  " 

"  There  wouldn't  be  a  single  place  to  stow  away 
another  function,  unless  we  begin  giving  daybreak 
parties,"  laughingly  agreed  Mrs.  Pendennis.  She 
had  done  thisl  "  However,  I  don't  see  what  func- 
tion of  genuine  importance  could  possibly  intrude 

itself." 

Cordelia  cast  a  round-eyed  glance  at  Georgia  as 
the  decisive  moment  arrived. 

"  That  disaster  has  already  happened,"  observed 
Cordelia  with  that  slight  pucker  in  her  brow  which 
the  Colonel  considered  so  adorable.  "  I'm  dread- 
fully worried,  for  there  arc  two  absolutely  tremen- 
dous  affairs   to   occur   in  the   near   future;    and, 
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to  be  «,  the  ,«,.vtog  line  f„  bothof  d,„a"  ^ 
ni.  .?^*"""  °'r;'"  »»«""«d  Mr..  PctOea. 
m.t  .°'C/Tf '  "^  "«  "««'*»«'«  «o  .«v.. 

•„rf  *  '^'  u'^'*  P«"''"»i»  promptly  «r«d 

•nd  A«,  w.  Aoughtful  for  ,  moment     "  tTi^ 
»«.  d..  comerwone  hjmg  wiU  foil  on  the  l.i.  Qub 

•Jl/^'"  ■'■'""y;''  a«ented  Cordeli,;  "though  we 

«ncc  .,  posmvely  necessary.    As  for  the  governor 

T.  ;  ":    .  ^8?m  Cordelia  glanced  at  Georgia. 

(rIo±     "w"    ""'f-^':    G'"^''    -«    most 
S  S     T  .      """■■  •""  '»'*  »»  many  big  things 

started  everythmg  booming.     You're  very  clever  in 
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five  weeks;  but,  of  coune,  I'm  not  going  to  spoil 
the  surprise  by  telling  you  about  anybody  except  my 
mahatma  —  next  Thursday.  You  really  must  come 
to  see  him.    He  is  wonderful,  very  wonderful  I  " 

Oh,  we  shall  I  We  have  heard  so  much  about 
him  I"  breathlessly  pieced  out  Cordelia  and  Geor- 
gia. 

"  Moreover,"  added  Georgia  sincerely,  "  none  of 
us  can  resist  your  cleverest  stroke  of  all  —  the  se- 
curing of  Mildred  and  her  sweet  and  charming  young 
girl  friends  to  pour  your  teal  Everybody  loves 
young  girls  I" 

When  Mrs.  Pendennis  had  moved  away,  Cordelia 
and  Georgia  looked  at  each  other  soberly. 

"Five I"  speculated  Cordelia. 

The  parlors  and  the  library,  and  even  the  stairs, 
were  thronged  widi  dear  women  in  pink,  and  the 
pleasant  babble  of  many  soft  voices  filled  the  Penden- 
nis house  as  the  assembled  elite  moved  into  the  large 
ballroom,  where  presently  Hans  Verrucht,  a  pale- 
browed  young  man  with  flabby  cheeks,  drew  huge, 
faintly  outlined  carnations  on  gray  pastel  paper  with 
anemic  pink  chalk,  and  brushed  aside  with  a  delicate 
fingertip  the  straight,  dark  locks  over  his  forehead. 
Mildred  and  her  hothouse-blown  young  friends 
served  orange  pekoe  tea  in  salmon-colored  cups  and 
distributed  rose  wafers  and  thin  shrimp  sandwiches 
—  and  the  affair  was  over. 

During  the  ensuing  confusion,  Clara  Fikyune,  who 
had  condescended  to  enliven  her  favorite  gray  with 
a  corsage  bouquet  of  maiden's-blush  roses,  took  oc- 
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"  Your  ptrtiet  ire  the  mott  chtrming  a«.in,"  .he 
c.mpl»,«„.d  her  ho«.«.    "  I,  ^J,  ^""^  ^ 

thi^J'L^f  F«"wood  D«or„i„g  CI.„  Exhibit, 
hIIv  from   to^y,    on    the    twenty-tjah. 

H.dn  t  you  ".Uy  heard  .nydiing  .bout  it?" 

Why,ye,_MJdreddid  tell  me  there  wti  to 
^  jn  exhibit."  .ttted  Mr..  Pendenni..  ».«'  to  »" 
«.lj..r  ■;«.,,  Jutteri-H^,  "  but  Ae  did  not  m«S. 

"Protably  it  hu  not  yet  been   formaUy  «^ 
nounced,"  returned  Mr,.  PIkyun,.     "I^p^.*^ 

wu  told  by  die  manager  himself;  uid  he  Dojitivelv 
"...ttd  that  no  «her  day  would  do.  It  u'o  tt 
Thunday.  d,e  twenty^ixth,  three  week.  trJZ 

Mr..  Pendenni.  wa.  mipriud  out  of  her  poiw 
4»  pro«ng  to  Clara  Pikyune  that  d,e  had  nTSS 

»;t'^ra*!rir  """•  *"  "'"*  *'  '«''  "  '« 
"Oh,  but  it  muatn't  be  I "  the  lady  rimow  fran- 
ticaUy  protetted.     "  Why.  for  d.at  L  I  Save    " 
Pged  Madame  Nicolowdd  to  ring  ^l^f  to  «^; 
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funottt  ariat;  and  IVe  actually  had  to  pay  her  in 
advance ! " 

"  What  a  pity  I "  sympathized  Qara  Rkyune,  the 
three  sharp  lines  on  her  nose  wrinkling  queerly.  "  If 
I  were  you  I  would  see  the  manager  of  die  Fern- 
wood  at  once." 

As  the  erstwhile  leader  walked  out  to  her  carriage 
•he  was  met  by  her  capable  rival  and  Georgia  Fleecer. 

"Five,"  said  Cordelia.  Clara  PIkyune's  triple 
creases  — on  brow  and  cheeks  and  nose  — knotted 
themselves  thoughtfully. 

"  Five  I  "  she  seriously  pondered. 

It  was  generally  considered  such  a  pity  that  Mrs. 
Pendennis  could  not  take  her  proper  place  in  the 
receiving  line  at  the  governor's  reception  on  Thurs- 
day, die  twelfth  I  It  was  so  unfortunate  that  this 
solemnly  formal  function  should  have  occurred  on 
the  very  day  wherein  Mrs.  Pendennis  entertained  her 
mahatma ! 

The  stiff  ceremonial  at  die  Hotel  Gilder  was  a 
stupid  affair,  but  it  was  so  very  important  that  one 
could  scarcely  afford  to  miss  it.  Even  die  men, 
though  they  cursed  roundly  at  having  to  don  cutt- 
ways  and  high  hats,  and  circus  themselves  up  in  the 
daytime,  nevertheless  responded  to  dieir  civic  duties 
widi  a  fair  degree  of  nobleness.  At  least  a  dozen 
of  diem  came  so  attired,  while  as  many  as  fifty  of 
them  jerked  a  few  minutes  away  from  business,  and 
ran  over,  in  their  sack  suits,  to  pass  down  the  shim- 
mering line  and  resentfully  shake  hands  with  the 
equally  bored  governor  and  his  staff.    Only  Mayor 
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Cd«nd  WMtmon  Blo«om.  «Id!ng  «-Utr  nd 
Pn«"«*  Md  gendenunlino.  to  the  ofiee  of  m.™, 

Bl«r^-   .    ^  ?  ".«"'  'P"*'  "''»»  like  » 

«*  a?1  H  •"°°^  ••'""'"'''  •'•"—the  lut  bul* 
wt*  of  «  djnng  TOtion.1  imtitutioni    Y-  mZ 

iobo.^„7^^Skt'^^irsj?/r* 

"lelightfuUyitnpidI"  "«»«».       iMtthit 

dont  know  when  I  „.  «,  .donAly  toreX" 
noSS"  w»  on.  queer  feature  which  .11  the  ledie. 

«-S"iL'o".7^  'K  n""'"  •*• 

puckered  '  ^*'  ''P»  ■'^««Jy 

.elm.  in  J  excellently  .elected  line;  but  it 

S.     %f  *"**  '°  ""  ""  ^"»P°««nt  receiviia  com! 
mi«ee  without  a  majority  of  either  Clara  ^kZ7, 

«  t!       ,/  ^^"'^  """  unusually  clow?  " 
It  could  not  be  possible,"  declared  Mr.  n^-v. 
-th  a  «dle  that  dightly  diitended  her^o^ri^""' 
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The  many-sided  Jim  Fleecer,  who  could  wear  t  ^ 
silk  hat  with  the  ease  of  a  soft  felt  and  with  some 
indefinable  trace  of  its  effect,  strolled  up  properly 
decorated  with  a  gardenia  and  distributed  three  per- 
fectly solemn  winks,  leaving  one  with  his  wife,  one 
with  Cordelia  Blossom  and  one  with  the  suffering 
governor. 

"  Well,  Tumpelly,  how's  your  performance?  "  he 
asked  of  Georgia. 

"It's  splendid,  Jiml"  she  happily  assured  him. 
"  I  didn't  really  believe  we'd  have  quite  so  many 
ladies  here,  but  we've  made  a  gorgeous  success. 
Jim,  can  you  think  of  anything  like  this,  only  differ- 
ent—  you  know  what  I  mean:  bigger  and  grander, 
and  more  imperative  —  for  four  or  five  weeks  from 
to-day?" 

"  Not  with  these  clothes  on,"  he  grinned  down  at 
her.     "  Have  you  heard  from  the  other  show?  " 

Georgia  looked  about  her  at  the  well-filled  par- 
lors, and  her  eyes  sparkled  as  she  leaned  forward 
and  half  whispered  to  him,  using  one  of  his  own 
campaign  phrases: 

"  It's  speaking  to  chairs." 

Such,  alas  I  was  indeed  the  case.  Mrs.  Pendennis' 
mahatma,  an  oily-complexioned  person  who  would 
have  been  mistaken  for  a  plain  African  without  his 
street-bazar  clothes,  mysteriously  explained  the  mys- 
teries of  his  graft  to  a  lonesome  nine  —  fervent  seek- 
ers after  Great  Untruths.  Only  the  presence  of 
Mildred  and  her  hilariously  giggling  friends  in  the 
next  room  kept  Mrs.  Pendennis  from  feeling  like 
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vca^T,  ^™»°^- Particularly    a«    ardent    soul- 

and  her  fr.ends  had  been  excluded  from  the  circle  - 
wjudi  endeavored  to  be  shivery  i„  the  dimnesTof  the 
blind-drawn,    blue-Hame-lit   library -brausethl 

UMrTpl^T'  5°  «"^r'"d  ^P^itual  unrest;  but 
It  Mrs.  Pendennis  had  known  what  a  ffhastlv  fliln  J 

her^expensively  planned  Yogi  lecture  waf^^^^^^^^^ 

been    she  would  certainly  have  switched  her  pro! 


XVIII 
Feminine  Influence  in  Civic  Life 

CORDELIA  BLOSSOM  and  the  Colonel  shared 
their  breakfast  paper  with  mutual  pleasure 
and  no  clashing  of  desire.  The  Colonel  always  cour- 
teously lifted  out  the  inside  sheets  and  handed  them 
to  Cordelia,  after  which  he  became  indignant  or 
aghast,  as  the  case  might  be,  over  the  headlines  on 
the  front  page;  while  Cordelia,  with  businesslike 
thoroughness,  read  the  drygoods  advertisements. 

The  Colonel,  two  mornings  after  the  governor's 
reception,  interrupted  Cordelia's  professional  pursuit 
for  his  customary  good-bye  kiss. 

On  the  next  Thursday,  the  nineteenth,  was  the 
laying  of  the  cornerstone,  and  on  the  following 
Thursday,  the  twenty-sixth,  was  the  Inglewood  ex- 
hibit. These  were  public-progress  affairs  of  great 
value  to  the  community,  but  the  public  welfare  really 
demanded  more  of  such  activities.  Two  Thursdays 
more  of  them,  at  any  ratel 

She  roused  herself  to  kiss  Watt  good-bye,  but  he 
was  already  gone.  She  remembered  she  had  kissed 
him.  She  turned  to  her  paper  again.  An  adver- 
tisement of  Allerton  &  Company's  big  department 
•tore,  she  vaguely  remembered,  had  been  interesting, 
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tnd  liie  looked  It  up  once  more.  Oh,  ye,-  it  wu  in. 
t.re.hng_  highly  „,  AUerton  &  C^C^ere 
"on  to  open  ,  ..„>.  of  French  Aop.,  3^  J 
genuine  P,ri.i„  „«iel  bonnet^  ^nT  „d^ 
.one,  worfd  be  di^Iayed-exdul^  A,iZ  ^. 

M^t  c  **  """"^    ^-^  P'OS'^ive  people 
AUerton  &  Company  were  I    Mr.  Ben  AUerton  «, 

Sfd  on'c„ri;-*°°-    "?  '"""^  "  «'  P'««y  *l^ 

to  bu^  ti^°  I?!-"*  'T '""""  *«  "«  ««»^ 

took^A?!,       "^  •"'"  '""™'«'  •»"  •««"«  he 
ri,!^a  ?        '^^^^  *""  <'<"™  ••«  P'per.  and 

mo.t  uniformly  ,m!ling  man  1  W       "*  *"  *' 
Allin'!"  r'  *■''*'■"«  °'  '"'"•"  d^J^d  Mr.  Ben 

r5^9prr;i-^--St 

adore  „h.e„  ,  t:'Xirr:'^X\^^'^ 
have  Mme  truly  French  model,."  ^  " 

BHg^"^:  ^^evf~Lfup1l!:rHretr 
e«t  comer  of  the  fourth  Boor  into  beTwifiil  S^J 
»»'on,.     I  am  «riou,ly  i.  ..„„,  ^'^ 
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when  I  tell  you  that  you  will  find  no  such  displays  of 
exclusive  articles  this  side  of  New  York." 

"Isn't  that  splendid  1"  applauded  Cordelia. 
"  You'll  be  ready  for  your  opening  in  about  three 
weeks,  I  think  your  advertisement  said." 

"  Just  about,"  he  happily  assured  her.  "  Some  of 
the  frocks  and  bonnets  are  already  on  their  way. 
I'm  going  to  be  very  proud  of  this  achievement,  and 
I  want  my  best  customers  to  be  proud  of  it  also." 

"  I'm  sure  we  shall,"  cooed  Cordelia.  "  I  know 
we  have  all  been  longing  for  just  some  such  advan- 
tage. Are  you  quite  sure  you'll  be  ready  for  your 
opening  in  three  weeks?  —  because,  if  you  are  not, 
four  will  do  just  as  well  if  I  know  in  advance. 
Could  you  set  an  exact  date?  " 

"  I  figure  it  to  be  on  the  first  of  the  month,"  he 
told  her,  immensely  gratified  with  her  interest;  for 
Cordelia's  account  was  well  worth  having.  When 
she  first  visited  that  new  Paris  department,  Col- 
onel Watterson  Blossom,  well-to-do  as  he  was,  would 
probably  split  his  bill  into  two  monthly  payments. 

"The  first,"  pondered  Cordelia —" what  day  of 
the  week  will  that  be?" 

Mr.  Allerton  consulted  the  calendar. 

"  Wednesday,"  he  replied. 

"  Oh,  that  would  never  do  for  the  plan  I  have  to 
suggest!"  protested  Cordelia  instantly.  "Wednes- 
day is  my  special  day,  and  I'm  giving  a  very  im- 
portant series  of  classical  musicales." 

"  I  can't  miss  having  you  at  the  opening,"  he  has- 
tily returned. 


he 
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/  prontaoie.     The  exact  people  who  wo..u  k 
such  extravagant  thing,,  all  of  whim  klo  I 

on  the  w.y  ?  ••  "  >f  I  hm  enough  good, 

for  .'on,7.dd.&lo*  I^"  '°"  ""•  "«*"  «"•« 

opiin^if  :r"t?n'"^.7  ''ft '« *« 

I  think  I'll  h™T     •        ""'"'•       ^'"-  B'<»>oni, 
"I'U  hold  yon  to  that  promise,"  d,e  dimpled. 
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"However,   so   much   depends  on   the   day   you 
choose." 

"What  day  would  you  suggest?"  he  queried. 
"You  deserve  so  much  that  I  shall  allow  you  to 
name  the  date." 

"Let's  seel"  She  figured  on  her  fingers: 
"  Five.  We  had  the  governor;  next  Thursday,  the 
cornerstone;  next  the  exhibit;  then  this.  Make  it 
Thursday,  the  second  of  next  month." 

"  Would  you  rather  look  over  your  engagements 
and  then  telephone  me?"  he  proposed.    "I  want 
you  to  be  sure  that  this  will  not  interfere  with  any 
»of  your  other  plans." 

"  Oh,  it  won't,"  she  quickly  insisted;  "  in  fact,  no 
day  would  suit  me  so  well  —  only  I  must  be  positive 
of  it  now." 

"  Then  it's  settled,"  he  heartily  stated,  making  a 
memorandum  of  it.  "  I  shall  go  right  down  to  our 
engraving  department  and  plan  some  unique  invita- 
tions." 

"How  decisive  you  are!"  admired  Cordelia. 
"  By-the-way,  Mr.  Allerton,  it  strikes  me  that  the 
invitations  should  not  be  sent  out  too  far  in  advance. 
I  should  think  it  would  be  so  much  better  if  they 
arrive  on  the  Monday  of  the  week  in  which  you  are 
to  hold  the  private  view."  And  the  round-mouthed 
Cordelia  looked  up  at  him  out  of  round  eyes  in  which 
there  was  no  fleck  or  trace  of  guile. 

Cordelia,  rushing  to  tell  the  news  to  Georgia, 
found  Jim  Fleecer  at  home,  growling  like  a  bear  with 
the  stomach  ache.     He  had  a  touch  of  neuralgia  in 
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hit  car,  and  hit  caustic  comments  on  the  world  in 
general  had  kept  Georgia  in  a  semi-hystericaTdga  " 
all  morning,  though  she  kept  moving  '  ** 

Hello,  boss,"  he  hailed  Cordelia  as  sli«  r<im* 

•;  Hot  sweet  oil  and  laudanum,"  answered  Cor- 
delia promptly.     "  I  always  use  i    for  the  Colonel 

thistT"''^'^"''"^''^'""^'^     ^^^-^^^^ 
Jim  Fleecer  was  acutely  savage  in  an  instant. 
I  m  so  sore  at  myself  I  ought  to  let  myself  suf- 

one's  he'arw       '  ^^^  ^'^'^  ^  *»«-«' he  Col 
onels  healdiy  mstmct?    There's  twelve  gaUons  of 

gXV"J^  ceUar.  and  nobody  ever  thought  oJ  id 

Georgia,  however,  was  already  gone-  and  .hi- 
came  back  in  an  incredibly  short  spac^of'ti^e^^^ 
a  pitcher  and  a  goblet.  Cordelia  had  utilised  That 
time  to  telephone  Clara  Pikyune. 

erei;;;!  T^'f  •"  'f'^.V^^  '"^'•e  «ght  of  the  sov 

"  Gee  I    What  a  hit  I  could  make  with  this  kind 
of  an  outfit  in  Ward  EI"  he  observed.     "wSl 
boss,  what's  the  news?"  ' 

Allerton  s  next  month,"  she  warned  him.  "  I  have 
just  come  from  there.  Mr.  Allerton  is  impoXe 
some  wonderful  French  bonnets  and  gown^-^d^ 
Georgia  I  he's  gomg  to  have  mannequins,  and  tea 
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and  muiic,  and  louvenin,  and  a  grand  private  vieii 
by  invitation  only,  in  the  parlors  of  die  Hotel  Gilde 
on  the  second  of  next  month!  It  will  have  all  th 
importance  of  a  very  swagger  social  function,  an( 
nobody  can  possibly  stay  away  from  it  I  Isn't  tha 
glorious  I " 

"The  secord  of  next  mondi,**  figured  Georgis 
starting  over  for  the  desk  calendar.  "  Is  that  oi 
Thursday?  ' 

Cordelia  did  not  answer — she  only  nodded  he 
head;  but  her  glist^ing  eyes  tpoke  for  her.  Jin 
Fleecer  snorted. 

"You  certainly  are  the  grand  litde  fixer  I"  h 
chuckled. 

"  YouVe  a  dear  I  "  cried  Georgia.  "  What  a  bril 
liant  piece  of  work  I  That's  one  event  at  least  whid 
will  be  absolutely  irresistible  I  How  is  your  eat 
ache,  Jim?" 

"  Give  me  half  an  hour,  and  I  won't  know  an> 
thing  about  it,"  he  decided,  arran^ng  on  the  coud 
the  big  red  cushion  which  Georgia  called  his  snorini 
pillow. 

"I'm  so  glad  I"  exulted  Georgia.  "I  wante( 
you  to  think  again  about  some  tremendous  big  Thura 
day  event  for  us  —  about  one  more  would  do,  I  ar 
sure,  if  it  is  as  effective  as  Cordelia's  latent." 

"  I'm  not  in  Mrs.  Blossom's  dass,"  humbly  a( 
knowledged  Jim,  stretching  himself  out  on  the  coudi 
"  I  know  what  I'd  do  if  it  were  my  case,  and  thi 
Pendennis  party  was  a  man-— I'd  put  him  out  o 
business." 
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"How?"    Both  I«die«  Mtkcd  thit,  in  umW 
"  I'd  either  /««!  .,       "•P<«<J«d  J'm  with  «  grin. 

*i'^!«. "  "*""  "■**"  •*i™'  C" 

"AH  right,"  drawled  Tim.  hia  »v«.  k-  •    • 
droop.     "If  you  ladie.  donV     ^     ^««>nning  to 

«PP«..e  .„d  rn  f„„,irf,  Z  f JJIf"""- ••• '« «« 

"»  paper.    In  the  course  of  half  an 
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hour  he  wandered  about  the  house  hunting  her,  with 
the  paper  in  hit  hand,  and  found  her  in  the  kitchen, 
where  the  wat  preparing  a  surprise  for  him,  with 
the  grinning  Jemima  in  the  helpless  background. 

"  Get  right  out  I  "  she  laughingly  ordered  him,  a^ 
tempting  the  absurd  task  of  pushing  his  tall  bulk 
away  bodily. 

"  But  I  have  something  important  to  tell  you  t " 
he  protested,  peering  interest<  1!y  over  toward  the 
range. 

"  All  right,'*  she  agreed,  and  gave  up  trying  to 
push  him,  adopting  the  better  plan,  which  women 
have  always  found  so  effective.  She  walked  into  the 
dining  room  —  and  he  followed  her. 

"When  did  you  say  you  wanted  another  func* 
tion?"  and  he  searched  the  sideboard  for  some- 
thing to  stay  his  hunger. 

"  Thursday,  the  ninth,"  she  immediately  informed 
him,  instantly  excited.  "  Oh,  Jim,  have  you  found 
an  idea?" 

"  I've  found  the  only  accurate  answer!  It  isn't 
quite  the  date,  but  I  can  pull  it  round.  You  may 
telephone  Cordelia  to  get  ready  for  the  big  show. 
It's  on." 

Georgia's  delighted  countenance  should  have  been 
recompense  enough  for  any  man.  It  undoubtedly 
was  for  Jim  Fleecer. 

"  What  is  it?  "  she  cried,  clutching  his  arm. 

"  Leave  that  to  me.  "  Just  you  go  ahead  with 
your  preparations  for  an  appetite,  and  I'll  furnish 
the  feast." 
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fixing  for  your  dinner.    It',  _••  '^    "*' '  " 

« ^/ fort:  lr,i;f ;?"','•"•»"  •»"  "«««• 

TTiund.v  fh.  !•    .^  ?  **"  P'*"  «>™«ntone  on 

ri.  u         t.       .  '^*^"*»  *-  «»«"  have  none  of  the  Tai. 

may  be  oflFended,  for  I  wa.  ^^^^A        ^^T""* 
regre.  for  the  g^ve  Jr^rlS^^^^^^  ^h^!;!,"? 
She  won't  be  offended,"  comforted  uTch 

^rth'^ig.  af  t^  t."*"! '"''  t'  *"^  '^^  «'o"^ 
«i  cnings  at  that     I  never  have  seen  her  ruffled  » 

She  ,.  a  dear."  coldly  acknowledged  M«  Pen 

dam,,  quite  tolerant  of  the  limitat  J.  of  Co;dd  . 

llien  she  contracted  her  brows     "  I'm  ..,,7 *  T 

another  failure  I "  "  *""  '**  ^*^« 
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Mrs.  Pendennis  was  quite  right  in  her  surmise. 
She  turned  her  afternoon  into  a  girls'  party  for 
Mildred's  friends,  and  had  her  expensive  professor 
of  legerdemain  perform  amusing  tricks  for  them. 

Her  discomfort  was  nowise  lessened  by  the  fact 
that  she  was  compelled  to  send  out  announcements, 
changing  the  day  of  her  next  week's  affair  from 
Thursday  to  Tuesday.  It  was  utterly  impossible  to 
combat  an  affair  in  which  the  daughters  of  so  many 
of  the  best  families  were  interested;  and,  besides, 
there  was  Mildred.  She  lost  much  sleep  over  the 
selection  of  a  substitute  day,  and  finally  decided  that 
it  would  be  better  to  take  the  Isis  Club  day  than  run 
counter  to  individual  affairs  with  which  that  week 
was  so  crowded.  Having  thus  decided,  she  began 
on  Madame  Nicolowski,  and,  by  paying  an  outra- 
geous bonus,  arranged  with  that  singer  for  the  neces- 
sary change  of  date. 

Her  announcement  of  this  alteration  caused  much 
disquiet  among  the  excellent  ladies  of  the  Isis  Club. 

"  Really,  it  seems  bad  form,"  declared  Mrs.  Hos- 
son  to  Mrs.  Drake.  "  We  changed  the  dub  after- 
noons from  Thursdays  to  Tuesdays  In  order  to  let 
Mrs.  Pendennis  have  a  clear  field  for  her  delightful 
parties,  and  it  almost  looks  as  If  she  were  bent  on 
disintegrating  the  club." 

"  I  don't  for  a  moment  think  she  has  an  idea  of 
that  sort,"  defended  Mrs.  Drake,  who  made  it  a  rule 
to  speak  well  of  the  absent.  "  Mrs.  Pendennis  has 
scarcely  any  other  course  left  open  to  her;  but,  after 
all,  I  ieel  that  we  have  been  neglecting  the  club,  and 
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"  I  adore  her  I  "  asserted  Mrs.  Plosson,  with  that 
^Te'Mrtl'"*"  °'  t"  "P'-     "I've  heafd  he 
decided  as  to  where  my  duty  Kes." 

Many  others  were  undecided  and  the  result  was 
unsatisfactory  in  both  places.     Everybody  fet  ft 

onrtlon^Zr''^^"^  ''  '*^^  an  thisUc^  d 

t^nThh     ;"*•  f  '"'"*''•  ^^**  o««  did.     Condi- 
tions  had  not  used  to  be  like  this.    They  had  been 

so  placidly  content  until  here  lately.    Thrdub  after- 
noons^d  not  seem  quite  the  saL  on  Tu^L^f  1 

Da^°  oH"  "  '  ^"^"^^  ^"-  ^^*^"»  ^«ne  to  the 
aft^no  ^'"Tu  '"''^^^^^  °"  *^*=  "«t  Thursday 

seite^  wii  .  "  ^'"?'""''  ^*^  ^"  ''^'^  '"1  Japs 
served  with  tea  and  rice  cakes,  which  they  despised 

«iW  /™  '  -i  *»*^°"»o^«c  Mildred  helped  her 
enjoy  the  jiu-jitsu  experts.  AH  the  rosy<heeked  rirl 
friends  were  at  the  dazzling  private  view  of  Sn 
&  Company  m  the  Hotel  Gilder  parlors    where 

TbT  n"  vr"^  ^"  .*°""  "^°"  C-^'««  h"d  iSsed 
to  be  mvited  was  going  stark,  staring  mad  over  new 

^lor^combmations,  and  line  graces,  !nd  symrath"" 
Thank  Heaven,  there  was  nothing  slated  for  the 
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following  Thursday!  It  was.  most  fortunate,  too, 
for  the  famous  Isabelle  Margaux  had  been  secured 
to  illustrate  and  lecture  upon  the  poetry  of  motion  in 
the  Far  Eastern  dances,  proving  conclusively  that  the 
sensuous  and  suggestive  movements  —  so  thought  — • 
were  religious  symbolisms  of  the  most  uplifting  char- 
acter. Mrs.  Pendennis  was  very  anxious  indeed  that 
this  affair  should  be  well  attended;  for  it  takes  a 
crowd  to  make  enthusiasm,  and  she  had  begun  to 
gather  out  of  the  atmosphere  that  her  parties  of  late 
had  been  a  trifle  dull  —  scarcely  any  one  coming,  you 
know,  and  dreary  when  one  got  there  I 

On  Monday  the  final  blow  fell.  The  entire  town 
was  agog  with  the  glorious  news  that  the  President 
of  the  United  States  was  to  visit  them  for  a  day  — 
on  Thursday.  In  the  morning  he  was  to  review  the 
police  and  fire  departments,  under  the  escort  of  the 
stately  and  dignified  mayor.  Colonel  Watterson  Blos- 
som. At  noon  he  was  to  lunch  with  the  Business 
Men's  Club.  He  was  to  dine  with  the  affiliated  or- 
ganizations of  his  political  party.  At  ni^t  he  was 
to  address  a  mass  meeting  in  the  Auditorium.  In 
the  afternoon,  however,  he  would  talk  to  the  ladies 
of  the  Isis  Club  on  Feminine  Influence  in  Civic  Life ! 

Mrs.  Judson  Pendennis  and  her  daughter  Mildred 
went  to  New  York  on  the  train  which  hauled  the 
President's  private  car.  She  wished  to  see  her  milli- 
ner and  her  dressmaker,  since  she  positively  could 
not  stand  wearing  bonnets  and  gowns  imported  by 
a  department  store.  It  was  announced  in  the  papers 
that,  owing  to  the  indefiniteness  of  her  stay  in  the 
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It  truly  was,"  laughed  Georgia.     "  We're  «1l 

SepLd";,"*""' """"""""  •«»'  ro-  got »; 

H.  k.j^  """yanynow.  I  only  punched  up  his  date 
He  had  to  come  for  a  threc-minute  chat  wiA  a  co  "k 
^*e  boy.  «,d  we  puUed  it  off  in  d,e  Isi,  Club  S! 
:ZyJlr  *«  ^  P"«  in  town  we  culd"?:^ 

Middle  West  doesn't  agree  with  you."  ' 

keep  Madred  out  there.  "B/side";  i».  U  ^T^r 
her  ,„  «,  crude  a  sodal  ahnosph.;.."  •"  "" 
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noon  affairs  which  bade  fair  to  make  the  place  quite^ 
lively,  and  they  were  immensely  popular,  growing 
in  attendance  and  enthusiasm  every  week;  but  I  ran 
into  a  most  distressing  succession  of  coincidences 
which  utterly  upset  the  last  five  of  them.  Think  of 
it  I    Five  in  a  row  I " 

"That's  almost  impossible!"  wondered  Mn. 
Wyley  Miles.     "  What  were  the  coincidences?  " 

When  Mrs.  Pendennis  had  told  her  the  coinci- 
dences in  detail,  Mrs.  Wyley  Miles  closed  her  eyes 
and  laughed  silently.  . 

"  And  you  call  diose  coincidences! "  she  pityingly 
chided.  "  My  dear  woman,  you  wouldn't  listen  to 
me.  I  told  you  that  Cordelia  Blossom  was  a  re- 
markably clever  woman !  I  shall  watch  with  inter- 
est her  rise  to  authority  in  the  national  Federation, 
and  to  all  the  social  honors  which  that  brings.  You 
will  have  to  accept  her  leadership  or  move.** 

"  I'll  move!  *'  snapped  Mrs.  Pendennis.  "  How- 
ever, Cordelia  Blossom  couldn't  have  done  all  those 
things,"  she  insisted,  not  being  clever  enough  to  con- 
ceive of  cleverness  greater  than  her  own.  "  Every 
circumstance  —  even  the  most  trivial — has  been 
against  me;  that's  all.  Why,  even  the  Femwood 
Pottery  changed  the  idle  day  of  the  decorating  class 
from  Thursday  to  Tuesday,  just  before  I  left;  and 
Mildred  and  her  pretty  young  girl  friends  formed 
one  of  the  most  charming  features  of  my  affairs  I  " 

"  The  Femwood  Pottery! "  repeated  Mrs.  Wiley 
Miles,  sitting  bolt  upright  "  Why,  Clara  Pikyune 
runs,  that!    You  must  have  been  undiplomatic  to 
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wtr**'-^^*"*  ^^^'  »"^  C«'^«"*  Blo^m  join 
force,  againrt  you  I    And,   of  course,   they  wcJe 

wife  of  the  most  inHuential  poKtidan  in  the  West  I  " 
of  J  t7  ^^'  "^''  ^'  •»"'•"»  of  the  pJesTdent 

Mrs.  Wyley  Miles  glared  at  her. 

«.« 1°  u^V  ^"^  ^'^^  *  personage  CordeHa  Bios- 
wm  would  enhst,  would  be  blasphemous  I  " 
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XIX 

A  Friend  of  the  MtMpt 

MRS.  AYERS  Mt  by  Clara  Pikyune  in  the  re- 
tirement  of  a  clump  of  sacred  celluloid  lotus 
plants. 

"It's  a  wonderful  evening  —  isn't  it?"  she  ob- 
served, glancing  about  her  at  the  animated  throng 
of  ladies  in  the  Egyptian  temple. 

"Very,"  acknowledged  the  veteran.  "One 
would  never  recognize  this  as  the  Hotel  Gilder  ban- 
quet hall." 

Mrs.  Ayers  cast  at  her  a  half-smile,  which  mig^t 
or  might  not  have  meant  anything  or  nothing. 

"  Clever  as  she  is,  I  don't  believe  any  of  Cordelia's 
affairs  have  ever  been  so  brilliant  as  this." 

The  ^-president  of  the  Isis  Club  thinned  her 
nose. 

"This  is  not  one  of  Cordelia's  affairs,"  she 
sharply  reminded  Mrs.  Ayers.  "  As  our  president, 
she  is  extending  the  honors  of  the  local  organiza- 
tion to  the  president  of  the  State  Federation  of  Isis 
Clubs,  and  is  doing  so  with  a  success  of  which  we 
should  all  be  proud." 

Again  Mrs.  ^yers  cast  upon  her  that  little  half- 
smile. 

"  We  all  are,"  she  acquiesced.     "  Mrs.  Longmere 

•14 
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Rercc  Mid  to  mc,  just  a  moment  ago,  that  not  even 
the  national  entertainment!  were  conducted  on  so 

The  three  thin  h'nes  in  Clara  Pikyune's  forehead 
and  cheeks,  and  down  the  bridge  of  her  nose,  sharp- 
ened  and  sprang  closer  together. 

"  Most  people  do,"  she  dryly  stated. 

Mrs.  Ayers  was  silent  for  a  moment 

.K«  ,  "5"'*"y  ¥"•  Longmere  Pierce  is  anxious 
about  the  more  mfluential  members  of  the  various 
local  branches,"  she  mused.  «  She  is  quite  frankly 
campaigning  for  re-election." 

That  was  a  shrewd  smile  which  brightened  the 
keen  old  eyes  of  Clara  Pikyune. 

half  to  herself ;  and  Mrs.  Ayers,  remembering  some 
of  Clara  8  notable  defeats,  wondered  and  wondered. 
Mrs.  Longmcre  Pierce,  on  her  stately  throne  of 
green  burlap,  bent  forward  gracefuUy  as  two  gauzily 
clad  girb  pranced  in  to  flutter  the  Dance  of  the 
Sacred  Ibis  as  the  Ptolemies  no  doubt  saw  it  on  the 
banks  of  the  Nile  I 

The  ladies  of  the  Isis  Club  flocked  in,  their  chat- 
ter  rising  m  a  shriU  litde  crescendo,  to  enjoy  the 
historical  treat  A  flood  of  green  light  filled  die 
space  before  the  dais.  Even  the  funny-legged  black 
slave  giris,  who  in  private  life  were  Cordelia  Blos- 
som 8  maids,  bent  forward  eagerly  and  forgot  to 
wave  their  peacock  fans  over  Mrs.  Longmere  Pierce. 

Everybody  was  keyed  up  to  the  highest  possible 
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pitch  of  excited  interest  except  one  person,  tnd  thtl 
person  —  the  creating  genius  of  the  splendor  — 
stood  in  a  comer,  four  feet  from  the  Pyramids  and 
three  from  the  Sphinx,  trying  to  analyze  the  vague 
trace  of  dissatisfaction  which  had  intruded  mto  hei 
very  hour  of  triumph. 

"Do  you  really  think  it  a  successfi^l  evening, 
Georgia?"  she  asked  her  nearest  friend  and  con 
fidante  and  ally. 

"Why,  Cordelia,  it's  glorious  I"  exclaimed  the 
slender  and  dark-haired  Georgia  Fleecer.  "Every* 
body  is  perfectly  mad  about  it  I  It's  die  very  stun- 
ningest  thing  you  ever  did  I  Mrs.  Longmere  Pierce 
was  just  saying  that  this  evening  alone  makes  hei 
office  worth  a  determined  campaign." 

A  faint  smile  of  satisfaction  curved  Cordelia's  red 
lips;  but  it  did  not  last  so  long  as  it  might  have  done. 
Her  rounded  face  expressed  happy  content,  hei 
round  brow  w4s  smooth,  her  round  eyes  were  smil- 
ing; but  in  her  heart  there  was  a  tiny  tidnge  of 
something  which  was  at  least  unrest. 

"How  sweet  of  her  I"  she  murmured,  "^c 
tells  me  that  her  campaign  has  been  a  continuous 
ovation  —  like  this;  just  one  brilliant  affair  after  an- 
other." 

Something  in  the  tone  made  Georgia  study  Cor< 
delia  thoughtfully. 

"  She  seems  to  enjoy  it  thoroughly,"  she  suggested. 

"Anybody  would,"  agreed  Cordelia,  again  with 
that  trace  of  vague  disquiet.  She  introduced  an  en- 
tirely new  subject: 
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"  One  muit  be  locti  president  before  one  it  eli«. 
ble  for  the  tute  presidency." 

Georgia  Fleecer  brightened  viiibly. 
And  one  mutt  terve  two  annual  termt  at  ttate 
pretident  before  one  it  eligible  to  office  in  the  n.! 
"Mr.  ^^"•^«"'"    -^^    f«^-tedly    .upplementS. 

The  German  orchestra,  grinning  thcepithly  in  red 
fc«et  and  ttriped  aimbric  tunicl,  ttnTck  into  Se 
wild,  mad  music  which  marked  the  climax  of  the 
Dance  of  the  Sacred  Ibit;  but  Cordelia,  her  round 

n^j/r^ '"' '"  '^^"'  ^^  '°°^ ''  ^^^  ^^' 

J!Ja  %^  '"u"^  ncccttary.  but  it  it  customary."  the 

hrownTtSdy'lir^^^^^^  "'"^  "^  -^  ^'  ^^» 

.    "Yet,  my  dear  I  "he  replied  to  the  mott  charm- 
ing woman  in  the  world. 

"Have  you  noticed  how  dreadfuUy  duU  it  is  here 
in  the  wmter?"  she  queried,  clasping  her  hands 
adorably  under  her  chin.  far  uanas 

fJ^u"^'!''^^'  °^^''  P'"^  ^"**»"«  KO'^  f«M  «way 
from  her  forearms,  revealing  them  in  their  fair 

white  roundness,  and  the  Colonel,  admiring,  needed 
to  collect  his  scattered  wits  for  answer. 
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"  DuU?  Why,  my  dear,  I  thought  that,  uadc 
your  able  tnd  brillitnt  leadenhip,  we  were  accountei 
the  chief  social  center  of  the  itate." 

"With  the  exception  of  the  capital  —  yet,'*  ihi 
granted.  "I  was  juit  wondering  whether  i 
wouldn't  be  a  relief  to  have  a  winter  residence  cj 
there." 

Trouble  laid  its  chill  hand  on  the  Colonel  an< 
claimed  him  for  a  hostage.  This  was  the  first  bin 
that  he  would  ever  have  a  winter  residence  awai 
from  his  comfortable  home  city,  but  somdiow  h( 
knew  he  would  have  one. 

"  Anywhere  you  are  happy  I  shall  be  happy,"  h( 
gallantly  assured  her  with  the  fervent  eyes  of  a  new 
found  lover.  "  However,  Cordelia,  we  are  unfor 
tunately  bound  to  remain  here  this  winter  —  and,  ] 
hope,  die  next." 

Cordelia's  round  eyes  bore  no  trace  of  disappoint 
ment;  indeed,  she  even  dimpled. 

"  How  dismal  you  look  over  the  prospect  I  "  sh( 
laughed.     "  Why  must  we  remain  here  ?  " 

The  troublesome  thought  which  had  oppressec 
Colonel  Blossom  for  days  now  sat  again  upon  hii 
brow. 

"Because  of  my  forthcoming  campaign,"  h( 
gravely  told  her. 

In  spite  of  her  superb  equanimity,  Cordelia  could 
not  suppress  a  litde  start  of  surprise. 

"  Watt  I  You  are  not  going  to  try  for  a  re-elec 
tionl" 

llie  Colonel  smiled  on  her  forgivingly.    Aftei 
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JuKton,  to  the  ftmily  of  which  I  hive  .1,-  !w 
">ono,  to  b.  the  I.«  „p;«,«.ri  *  „d  0    *d  "'' 

^rityr""  *•  '^'^  "*  •  --' 

"I  Me,"  she  muied,  realizing  that  the  wav  ^«  , 
wwnmit  is  alwavi  unhill     ♦•  u         l  7  ^° 

*».^  *!.      "''^■y*  »P™"«       If  you  have  only  one 

'«»>>«  who«  eweem  h.  «  much  d..iii    "1  ^ 
not  by  «iy  me«u,  popular."  '  "" 

thoJV  rl?**  °^  5'°"  *°  *»*"«^«  *«*.  Cordelia:  but 
out  of'iSe  ht"  "'  not  political  a..et.."  he  told  her 
out  of  the  bitterness  of  his  experience,  "  particular^ 
m  these  extremely  troublous  times."  P*™™'«rty 
her  h.„rr  '^*""'"8  T"»«n  «n  the  world  removed 

^«,  *!.   £    r  .      .  ®*     ^"*  ^«an«d  forward  and 
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*'  I've  been  wondering  why  you  hare  Memtd  to 
concerned  of  late,"  ihe  leid,  remembering  widi  coni> 
punction  that  the  had  been  forced  rather  to  neglect 
him.    **  What  is  the  matter?  '* 

"  The  itrilce.  It  is  becoming  extremely  leriout. 
There  are  ten  thousand  men  out  of  employ- 
ment. Between  four  and  five  thousand  have  been  im- 
ported to  take  their  places.  Naturally  there  have 
been  many  fights.  The  condition  is  rapidly  ap- 
proaching that  of  anarchy.  The  city  is  in  dan- 
ger. 

**  I  thought  the  police  had  the  situation  under  thor- 
ough control,"  Cordelia  pondered.  "  Oh,  it's  dread* 
ful  I "  and  her  tone  was  distinctly  that  of  annoyance. 
"  No  wonder  you  "re  so  bothered." 

"  It  is  right  that  I  should  be.  As  chief  executive 
of  the  city  it  is  my  duty  to  preserve  order,  and  I 
shall  do  so;  but" — then  he  sighed  heavily — "  it  is 
a  thankless  task." 

Her  appreciation  of  that  was  instantaneous.  She 
knew  how  impossible  the  Colonel  would  find  it  to 
satisfy  either  faction. 

'*  Mr.  Fleecer  says  that  the  side  with  the  most 
voters  is  always  right,"  she  lau^ingly  advised  him, 
with  a  flash  of  those  delightful  ^mples.  The 
dimples  faded,  however,  as  she  noted  die  Colonel's 
face. 

"  James  Fleecer,  though  aggravatingly  agreeable 
as  a  companion,  is  a  totally  unscrupulous  politician." 
The  Colonel  was  still  unaware  that  the  notorious 
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W^oii  gMg  leader  had  elected  him  to  hi.  high 

hjr  iwy  of  changing  die  rabject  ^ 

T^  Colonel'!  countenance  stiffened. 
Weither.  It  ii  a  rate  of  unbridled  prejudice  and 
greed  on  the  part  of  bodi  labor  and  capital  11^, 
S^'^iW^^i-d**.  However.  I  a^not  24' 
^^^^%'^IT^'*^'  '^"'"ydutytoe.tSSh 
[Sk!«  .1  "^  ^"^  "^  .  ^"^''^r  .ftemoon  the 
•mken  attempted  to  mob  the  imported  workmw 

hiT^r^"^  '"•^™«i*>»«  *«  -^op  the  riodng^t  aU 
CordeK.'.  eyea^dened.  but  .he  .tood  Ac:  .hodc 

She  ttnve  dcperttely  to  control  her  dinuv 
Here  WM  .  ««  where  open  proee.t  «.  S" 
^.r.  were  fme.  when  the  Colonel  would  h.r.  ^ 
w.y ./  he  w«,.  to  Hide,  for  it.  One  ray  of  IhAt 
however,  broke  in  on  her.  "^ 

"  I  know  70a  have  done  the  right  thing,"  ,he 
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complimented  him;  "  but  really  I  don't  see  how  you  ^ 
can  expect  to  be  re-elected  mayor,  for  this  act  will 
antagonize  all  the  workpeople  in  the  city,  and  they 
are  the  majority  of  the  voters." 

The  Colonel,  having  finished  his  coflee,  rose,  tall 
and  slender  and  straight  in  his  official  Prince  Albert. 

"  Nevertheless,  I  shall  put  myself  in  nomination," 
he  firmly  stated.  "  If  I  am  defeated  I  shall  remain 
right  here,  and  run  again  and  again  until  I  am  vmdi- 
cated  by  a  re-election  1 " 

He  took  his  customary  carnation  from  its  vase. 
He  presented  it,  with  a  gallant  bow,  to  the  most 
charming  woman  in  the  world.  She  pinned  it  on  his 
coat  and  gave  him  his  customary  kiss. 

"  I  am  so  proud  of  you.  Watt  I  "  she  breathed  into 

his  ear. 

*     *     * 

Cordelia  sought  Georgia  Fleecer  in  a  deliberative 
frame  of  mind. 

"  I'm  in  desperate  trouble,  Georgia,"  she  stated. 
"  You'll  have  to  drop  everything  and  help  me." 

"  I  truly  will,"  promised  Georgia  readily,  arrang- 
ing the  folds  of  her  breakfast  gown  to  make  a 
prettier  fall  of  lace.  "  Is  it  another  birthday  pres- 
ent to  select?  " 

"Not  quite  so  bad  as  that,  thank  goodness  I" 
laughed  Cordelia.  "It's  whether  I  shall  have  a 
black  walking  frock  or  not.  I've  always  wanted  one, 
you  know;  but  I've  never  had  the  audacity  to  order 
it" 


:>  f  I  -It:':;,- 
11  fin 

■i  If  1141 


<]  i 


i  mi 


I 

f  w 


»» 


A  Friend  of  the  Masses  293 

This  being  a  really  vital  problem,  Georgia,  who 

.K    ^i! VP*T«  '°  """8c  some  aowers  while 
she  talked,  sat  down  and  pondered  deeply.     Was 

"  W  11  'Z^^  «r«  ^"  ^°'  '^^'  «'««  presidency? 
frn.t  u       ^/^?  "'""^y'  ^"  »  Wack  walking 

frock  you  know,"  she  finally  suggested,  and  both 
ladies  were  silent  again. 

r^li'?  *!rr'*  '*  "^^^^  ^^  '°^  »°"^«r  for  me,"  de- 
rl^l  f° l!.''  !'  ^"'-  "^"-  L°"«™«re  Pierce 
b^?/f/"^n  "u^  T  "'^^y  ^~"»  »>^«^^^«  brown; 

me  hefe T»  '  ^  ^"*^''  "*^'  ""^  ^^*'*"^^  *° 

Plan^^^^^^^^^  "°'  ""^  ^^^'^^'^  ^°  «-  «P  '^- 

,  "  Do  you  intend  to  remain  at  home  this  winter?  " 
mquired  Georgia,  waiting. 

*o  3""'l.I'"''""f.  *^''''  unfortunately  compel  us 
to  stay  m  the  city."  And  Cordelia  blandly  sniffed 
the  fragrance  of  one  of  Georgia's  roses. 

knSiZ"'  »f^°"r'«  b""'n"»  affairs  I  Georgia 
tflt  ^'^^'•°^«/°'  ^  ««ond.  Why,  the  ColoSel 
had  no  busmess  affairs  I  His  income  was  as  settled 
as  the  phases  of  the  moon. 

"How   disappointing!"    she   sympathized.     "I 

TotTi"  '^""  'V"  ^"  '°  ™"**  «*y«ty  at  the  state 
capital  this  winter." 

xxr"  ^"'".  ^*"'"'^'*  ^°'^*^'»  I»tlcssly.  «  However. 
Watt  can  t  possibly  consider  it  this  year."  ShiS 
paused  for  effect,  and  then  she  added  quietly  •  "  He 
intends  to  run  for  mayor  again,  you  know.»» 
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The  glances  die  ladles  cast  into  each  other*s  eye» 
were  void  of  expression,  fleeting  —  almost  furtive. 
They  sat  in  silence  for  a  full  -minute. 

"  I  see,"  said  Georgia  'ha  sigh,  and  with  a 
puckered  brom  "  Pardon  me  a  moment,  Cordelia." 
And  she  went  upstairs  to  the  telephone. 

She  caught  Jim  Fleecer  at  his  office,  where  he  sat, 
in  grave  worry  ever  the  public  weal,  with  fox-faced 
old  Dan  Dickson,  the  distressed  leader  of  Colonel 
Watterson  Blossom's  noble  old  political  party. 
They  had  been  talking  politics,  as  usual. 

"Oh,  hello,  Ginicracks-and-Gewgaws,"  hailed 
Fleecer  hesrtily,  recognizing  his  wife's  voice. 
"  Yes,  I  mailed  your  letter.  Got  you  that  time  — 
didn't  I?" 

"I'm  so  ^ad  you  didn't  forget  it"  She  was 
genuinely  relieved.     "  Jim^  Cordelia  is  downstairs." 

"Oh,  is  she  I  Well,  what's  my  share  in  the 
frameup  ?  " 

"  Ah,  you're  mean  1 "  she  charged  him,  with  an 
embarrassed  little  laug^.  "  Jim,  the  Colonel  is  go- 
ing to  run  for  mayor  again."  She  was  quite  patient 
while  he  had  his  diuckle  out. 

"  Wait  till  you  get  this  and  you'll  choke,  Dan,"  ob- 
served Jim,  in  an  aside  to  his  fellow  patriot. 
"  Why,  Tumpelly,  what  a  cheerful  way  to  start  the 
morning!  "  he  said  into  the  'phone.  "  No  wonder 
you  had  a  caller!  " 

"  Cordelia  is  very  much  interested,"  went  on  Geor- 
gia, her  friendly  worry  reflected  in  her  voice.  "  Do 
you  think  the  Colonel  has  any  chance  of  re-election? 
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Jim  threw  his  hat  on  his  desk  and  ran  his  fingers 
through  his  hair  while  he  laughed  again, 
show?"^*'  *^«  <*an«  of  a  crippled  canary  at  a  cat 

to  help  Cordelia  plan  her  campaign. 

^    •  Dan,  take  a  good  grip  of  your  cigar,  because 
m  going  to  shock  you  feeble,"  advised  Jim,  hang- 

ing  up  the  receiver.     "  Colonel  Blossom  says  he's  go- 
mg  to  run  again  for  mayor." 

Dan  Dickson,  holding  his  faded  brown  derby  in 
botii  hands,  nearly  pulled  its  brim  off;  and  his  fox- 
whiskered  countenance  turned  purple.  He  choked 
tor  about  two  minutes,  and  then  he  caUed  the  last  of 
the  Virginia  Blossoms  by  aU  the  harsh  names  a  dis- 
torted mmd  could  invent  or  profanity  could  embel- 

"Why,  Jim,  that  confounded  old  pinhea  r  couldn't 
land  a  nomination  with  a  whale-netl  I  wouldn't 
mention  his  name  in  the  primaries  without  the  am- 
bulance  corps  handy  I  I  hope  he  blisters  himself  to 
death  I " 

"You  talk  like  a  loose  shutter,"  chided  Fleecer, 
with  a  happy  grin.  "  You  don't  appreciate  a  good 
Amg  when  you  get  it,  Dan  I  The  Colonel  is  a  can- 
didate  without  a  Haw  in  his  record." 

Dan  Dickson  ahnost  screeched  in  the  violent  knowl- 
edge of  his  wrongs. 

"  You  handed  us  that  diUI  My  party  waits  six- 
teen  years  to  get  a  crack  at  the  crib  — then  you 
pass  us  an  old  squeeze  like  this  and  queer  us  for- 
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ever!  We  elect  him  and  gather  round  for  oi^r 
•hare  of  the  gravy,  and  this  infernal  old  ice-tank  kicks 
us  all  off  the  back  doorstep.  We  can't  get  near 
enough  to  a  dollar  to  tell  whether  it's  three-cornered 
or  has  warts.    We  — " 

The  smile  faded  from  Jim  Fleecer's  eyes,  though 
it  remained  on  his  lips.  He  leaned  forward  with  hit 
big  jaw  protruding. 

"Wait  till  you  get  outside  to  splatter  I"  he  or- 
dered.     "  I  think  I'll  hand  you  the  Colonel  again. 

Dan  Dickson  drew  back  and  looked  at  him  with  ter- 
ror-stricken eyes. 

"  I'll  poison  him  first  1 "  he  viciously  declared. 

"Just  look  that  way  and  breathe  on  him  and  you'll 
do  it,"  commented  Fleecer,  studying  curiously  the 
wrath-wrought  countenance  of  his  political  opponent. 
"Why,  you  anaemic  cheese,  don't  you  remember 
my  reason  for  giving  you  the  Colonel  in  the  first 
place  ?  I  wanted  to  cut  the  broken  gears  out  of  my 
own  machine;  so  I  framed  up  a  defeat  for  myself 
and  tossed  you  this  nice  old  party,  who  was  too  inno- 
cent to  do  anything  himself  and  too  honest  to  let  you 
do  anything.  He  queered  the  whole  game,  just  as  I 
planned.  I've  built  up  an  organization  that's  a  hum- 
men  This  fall  the  Grand  Old  Party  goes  back, 
and  you'll  see  a  jubilee  bonfire  on  every  vacant 
lot." 

Dan  Dickson  looked  sadly  into  his  hat. 

"  It  was  our  only  chance  and  we  didn't  cop  a  dol- 
lar,|'  he  spiritlessly  mourned,  coming  back  again  and 
again  to  that  unbelievable  disaster. 
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«  with  me,"  Fleecer  reminded  him.    "  The  tr«Sf 
-.you  re  peedy     Your  bunch  want  the  pay  of  S^od 

be  m  control     Now,  you're  to  be  .oaked  thi,  fall, 
"you  might ..  weU  take  the  Colonel  «.d  be  ^ 

_^_.&.n  Dan  Dickson  laughed,  but  there  wa,  no 
"  We'll  get  it  proper,"  he  grimly  decided.     "  The 

•df  with  I,  Watterson  Blo,«,m.    If  he  ever  had  a 
^«.ce  he'.  «ratched  it  in  thi,  strike.     If  rma^he^ 

zo«  .omT  °"^  ^'"™  '"'°  *«  "ll-chimney 
aone,  some  lumpy-aimed  striker  will  toss  a  pebble 

trough  that  cute  litde  file  of  toy  soldiers  andbreik, 
hundred  mothers'  hearts." 

Fleecer  grinned  at  him  contemplatively. 
I„l"        ^''^  roughnecks  do  misjudge  a  clean  col. 

♦     ♦     ♦ 

a  A^"*^  M^"'"  '*"**  ^°^"  ^'°"»  *e  telephone  in 
a  thoroughly  contented  frame  of  mind. 

1  ve  just  been  talking  politics  with  Tim  "  she 

clnd'.X*  "'""  '"  "^  ""'  "  *' 

1  do  wish  he  would  stay  out  of  politics  this  year." 

like    t  arif'.-"^.'  """  "'''  *'  '^"'O"'  ™<"W 
i*e  It  at  any  time,"  guessed  Georgia.    "  I„  any 
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event,  a  two  yean*  rett  from  public  office  «hould  be 
very  agreeable  to  him." 

"  Yes,  poor  fellow,  it  it  io  wearing  on  himi  "  in- 
stantly agreed  Cordelia.  "  I  wish  he  would  see  the 
inadvisability  of  making  this  present  campaign." 

"You  can  go  away  for  the  winter  anyhow," 
laughed  Georgia  — "  that  is,  judging  from  what  Jim 
•ays.    Fate  is  in  your  favor." 

"Not  at  aU,"  protested  Cordelia.  "Either  a 
defeat  or  a  re-election  would  keep  us  here." 

"  I  see,"  mused  Georgia.  "  The  Colonel  must 
himself  decline  the  nomination.  Will  you  be  in  tele- 
phone reach  after  dinner?  " 

"  I  think  I  shall,"  returned  Cordelia,  much  hap- 
pier.   The  dimples  flashed  in  her  rounded  cheeks. 

^  When  Jim  Fleecer  came  home  Georgia  greeted 
him  with  a  perfectly  simple  proposition. 

"  Jim,  couldn't  a  renomination  for  mayor  be  of- 
fered to  Colonel  Blossom  in  such  a  way  that  he 
would  decline  it?  "  she  triumphantly  suggested. 

"  It's  a  good  guess,"  he  applauded.  "  I  haven't 
fingers  enough  to  count  the  ways  that  trick  could  be 
done,  but  he  has  to  be  induced  to  accept." 

"  I'm  so  sorry  for  Cordelia,"  regretted  Georgia, 
still  confident.  "  She's  very  much  interested,  because 
if  the  Colonel  is  to  step  out  of  public  life  she  wants 
to  go  away  for  the  winter;  so,  of  course,  she'd  like 
to  know." 

Jim  put  his  arm  round  Georgia's  shoulders  to  lead 
her  upstairs  with  him  while  he  made  ready  for  din- 
ner. 
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"  rou  pan  tell  the  Bom  to  irake  her  Pulhnan  reter- 
vauon.  right  now,"  he  grinned    "The  CoireL 

"fL1:;«tr  ^^^  ""^  "'^  °"^  ''  P"^"^  ^'^  -^ 

"  Yn^".'  '^T*  "^"'^  *^°  .»*  »"^ "  P~*"*«d  Georgia. 
rulZJ^'  -^^  away  after  a  defeat  would  teem  like 
r^ning;  so  ,t  mu.t  ju.t  be  arranged  to  have  him 
refuse  a  renommation." 

aJhT.'I'ff  ""^'^l  ^?"^'"«'  J^'"»  *'^  *»'•  wife 
against  the  wall  and  backed  off  to  look  at  her. 

"mv7o.Tr  "\'}^ir"''  ^»^»'"  ^^  d^'nanded. 
Why  does  Cordeha  Blossom  want  to  leave  town?  " 

Georgia  ensconced  herself  comfortably  in  the 
landing  seat  and  laughed  up  at  him. 
«^..5'"""  ?hc  wants  to  make  a  campaign  for  the 
Prtsidency  or  the  state  Isis  Club.  ThaVoffice  is 
Oistomarily  bestowed  only  on  ladies  of  social  distinc 
tion  who  have  a  residence  in  the  state  capital." 
«    .A  '  «  ;i"  P^fonnwl  "  Jim  admiringly  com- 

out'of  It  f »     ''''  °"*  °^  '^""'^^    What  do  you  get 

ioil'e^  wjI'^-7^-'  "^  **  *""*"^"*  8«"8  J"<i"  re. 
jome^with  widening  eyes.     "  Why,  Jim—" 

What  —  do  — you  — get  — out  — of  — it?" 

"  W.U,"  .he  diyly  admitted,  '•  of  courw  the  local 
pre..dency  mil  be  vacated,  and  I  think  that  cTr- 

poX  """' "'''"'  *°  *'  '■"*  *" ' ""  ^'^y 
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She  left  the  remainder  of  that  thought  to  be  (Oti 
In  by  her  astute  husband,  but  she  taw  him  turn  su 
denly  grave. 

"  By  George,  I'm  up  against  it,  Tumpelly,"  1 
confessed,  scratching  his  head  in  perplexity.  " 
guess  you're  right  about  the  Colonel.  His  stul 
bomness  makes  die  will  of  a  mule  as  Habby  as  a  fisl 
worm.  Elected  or  defeated,  he'll  stay  right  hei 
and  make  a  nuisance  of  himself;  but,  just  the  sam( 
we  have  to  have  him  at  the  head  of  his  ticket** 

Georgia's  heart  sank,  but  she  did  not  entertai 
even  the  most  remote  idea  of  protest  The  large 
interest  must  rule.  That  was  the  friendly  nature  0 
the  partnership  between  herself  and  Jim. 

"  How  unfortunate  for  Cordelia  1 " 

"  Well,  yes;  and  it's  rotten  for  you,  Georgia  girl 
But  we  have  to  consider  business.  I  can  defeat  hi 
party  for  this  time  without  the  Colonel,  but  with  bin 
at  the  head  of  his  ticket  I  can  make  it  a  mere  fra 
grant  memory." 


The  ten  thousand  employes  of  the  immens( 
Taylor  Manufacturing  Company  had  been  entitlec 
to  a  vacation  and  diversion.  They  had  worked  foi 
three  years  without  a  break;  they  had  kept  up  th« 
instahnent  payments  on  their  cottages  with  mononto 
nous  regularity,  and  life  had  become  unbearably  dull. 
In  consequence  one  fine  morning  they  demanded  a 
ten-per-cent  increase  of  pay  —  which  they  knew  they 
would  not  get  — and,   being  refused,   defied  the 
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TTic  Taylor  Manufacturing  Company,  refutinff  to 
be  dictated  to -by  thunder  I  -  imported  «U  the 
broad-rfiouldered  .oldier,  of  fortune  it  could  .ecuVe! 
and  prepared   to  do   business  at  the  old  stand 

farturLk  "'/''"'"'  ^""***  '^'  Taylor  Manu- 
of^!  £-S  P*"^  '  «*'"•  ""«*d  ^y  *«n  thousand 
.hnwV  M    L*  ''°''^'"'  *"^  '^^  "«"  '^ho  <^o«W  not 

but  the  play  began  to  be  considered  rough  after 

aZl  '"^^T^  ^".^r^"  ^»^  ^^*"  killed,  and  the 
game,  m  place  of  being  individual  and  desultory 
became  organized  and  kept  scores.  ^' 

mnr.'lHV'  ^U^T'  T^^'  ''**'"  ^""^'^  Of  fifty  or 

materiTi!  f ""  A   "^'^     ^'  ™  '^  ^"^^^"^  ^^  ^uUding 
matenals  I    Any  contractor  with  a  brickpile  in  that 

vicmty  had  to  collect  it  every  morning  before  he 
could  start  operations -and  so  many  of  the  brick! 
were  broken  I     It  was  then  that  Chief  of  Police  Ben 
Baxter  mcreased  his  forces  to  the  fuU  limit  aUowed 
by  law,  and  coped  with  the  situation  I    He  massed 
p-oups  of  reserves  in  that  direction,  and  every  time 
there  was  an  engagement  a  flying  wedge  of  police 
appeared  on  the  scene  and  stumbled  over  the  bricks. 
Ihe  pohcemen  sent  the  maimed  to  the  hospital 
^rjed  m  written  reports,  and  were  in  other  wy 
highly  useful  and  amusing.  ^ 

Unfortunately,  however,  the  police  reserves  in 
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tune  lost  their  tempers  through  having  appeared  on 
the  icene  too  loon;  and  diey  "  beat  up  "  a  few  pe^ 
•oiif  — itrikert  and  strikebreakers  impartially. 
This  put  another  face  on  the  matter  at  once.  The 
strikers  and  strikebreakers  understood  each  other 
minutely,  but  they  could  not  understand  the  inter- 
ference of  the  police;  so  they  joined  forces  and  ham- 
mered  every  brass-buttoned  minion  of  the  law  b 
reach.  This  constituted  a  condition  of  riot;  and  li 
was  at  this  juncture  that  the  chief  executive  of  die 
city  sent  to  Ben  Baxter  the  pet  young  military  organ- 
ization which  its  name-father  had  fostered  and 
armed  and  drilled. 

Widi  the  band  playing  and  banners  Bying,  the 
Blossom  Grays  marched  blithely  down  Main  Street, 
round  die  Plaza,  up  Calhoun  Avenue  and  across  to 
the  City  Hall,  where  pink-cheeked,  young  Captain 
Fitzhugh  Lee  Carter  halted  his  brave  forces  and 
clanked  into  the  presence  of  the  chief  of  police, 
whom  he  saluted. 

"  Chief  Baxter,  according  to  the  orders  of  Mayor 
Blossom,  I  have  the  honor  to  offer  you  the  services 
of  the  Blossom  Grays  as  deputy  police." 

Ben  Baxter  was  a  two-foot-thick  man,  widi  a  face 
the  color  of  a  copper  kettle  and  a  red  mustache 
that  jumped  straight  out,  and  he  glared,  with  a  grim 
smile  that  was  all  snarl,  at  neat  little  Captain  Carter, 
standing  there  with  his  heels  clicked  together. 

"  All  right,  you're  deputized  1 "  he  said.  "  Now 
go  back  to  your  little  pink  armory  and  drink  tea 
till  I  send  for  you." 
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••Very  well,  tir."  Captain  Fitzhugh  Lee  Carter 
coolly  Mluted  and  wheeled,  clanked  out  of  the 
place  and  led  hia  gaUant  troops  back  to  the  litde 
pink  armory,  where  they  cursed  Ben  Baxter  until 
they  were  tired  — after  which  they  inaugurated  a 
pool  toumamoit  I 

The  mere  u&ws  of  their  massing,  however,  was 
•ufficient  to  settle  the  Colonel's  status  in  the  minds  of 
aU  ri^t.thinkmg  people  who  made  less  than  so  much 
a  week.  He  was,  by  birth  and  wealth  ana  associa- 
tion,  the  fnend  of  the  classes  and  fhe  enemy  of  the 
masses;  a  protector  of  monopolies  and  an  oppressor 
of  the  poor;  a  supporter  of  imperialism  and  a  foe 
to  the  proletariat  — and  he  could  not  coUect  enoush 
votes  to  be  elected  flycatcher! 

*     *    * 

Mayor  .Watterson  Blossom,  sitting  in  his  stiff 
mahogany  chair  at  his  stiff  mahogany  desk,  viewed 
fat-lippcd  Joseph  J.  Taylor  with  a  courtesy  closely 
akm  to  aversion.  Whatever  else  the  man  might  be, 
he  was,  at  least,  not  fit  company  for  gentlefolk! 

I  understand  you  perfectly,  sir,"  stated  the 
Colonel  coldly.  "  You  take  the  city  to  be  an  em- 
ploye  of  the  Taylor  Manufacturing  Company." 

Joseph  J.  Taylor  was  crude  enough  to  lay  his 
puffy  fist  on  the  edge  of  the  Colonel's  desk. 

"  I  do  not!  "  he  expostulated.  "  I  only  expect 
tiie  city  to  protect  me  in  my  rights  as  a  citizen.  I 
demand  that  my  workmen  be  permitted  to  come  to 
their  place  of  employment  without  interference  from 
loafers!     T  intend  to  have  protection  if  I  have  to 
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tppctl  to  my  friend,  Covemor  Truckle,  for  itite 
troopil" 

A  red  flush  stole  up  under  G>bnel  Wattenon 
Blossom's  dean-shtved  cheeks. 

"  This  city  is  thoroughly  adequate  to  take  care  of 
itself  1 "  he  asserted.  "  I  have  just  added  il\t  Bloa- 
som  Grays  to  the  police  department  However, 
Mr.  Taylor,  I  have  been  investigating  the  merits  of 
your  strike.    You  should  compromise.'* 

Mr.  Taylor,  who  had  accumulated  a  vast  fortune 
by  standing  out  to  the  last  for  everything  he  could 
get,  flushed  purple. 

"That  is  my  business,"  he  stated.  "Colonel 
Blossom,  from  what  I  have  heard  of  your  justice,  I 
expected  you  to  take  an  absolutely  non-partisan  view 
of  this  affair.  Will  you  protect  my  property  ri|^ts, 
or  must  I  call  on  Governor  Truckle  t 

The  Colonel  had  the  hardest  struggle  of  his  life 
between  his  sense  of  pride  and  his  sense  of  duty,  and 
the  red  flush  left  his  cheeks. 

"  I  shall  preserve  the  peace  at  all  hazards  I "  he 
declared,  talking  laboriously  past  his  Adam's  apple. 

A  colored  boy,  with  a  nose  which  starf^d  at  his 
ears,  came  into  the  private  office  and  leaned  over 
toward  the  Colonel. 

"  Mrs.  Blossom,  suh !  "  he  announced  with  a  white- 
toothed  flash  which  followed  the  curve  of  his  nose. 

"  Immediately,  Jickey,"  ordered  the  Colonel,  ris- 
ing instantly.  He  stalked  to  the  side  door  and 
opened  it.     "  I  believe  our  interview  is  over,  Mr. 
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I:'S:b'"^''  "^"'"^  "^^  -•*  ^'  »>-<«  on 

Mr.  Ttylor  puffed  out  like  a  donkey-engine  soimr 
down  for  Mother  load,  and  die  glare  hTSw.f^hf 
Colonel  would  have  melted  a  BeSTer  fu"  aee     ij 

3o"e?S[;T"'^'  ^L^'Colonel  that.  aKhad 
do.ed  die  door  on  Mr.  Taylor,  he  opened  the  wi,^ 

CnlTr*  ?°*'°.'"  ^'■y*  •'«  0"*.  Watt  I "  exdalmed 
Cordeha.  hurnr.ng  into  the  private  office.    "  JTurt 

wTotTo?.?:?"'^"'"^    Haathedtua^ 

The  Colonel  placed  the  «,fte.t  leadier  chair  for 

hn^mfc,  and  pudied  a  .tool  carefully  under  her 

"  I  should  regard  it  so,  particularly  if  you  law  the 
Gray.  leaving  the  City  HaU,"  he  ^tl  ^  Tlat 
•hould  mean  my  boy.  have  gone  into  action." 

Cobnef      ^'"^'^•^*»"«^*"y««"ctedhertoAe 

aIa^  Ifv""^'  •'!!  ^"'y  *  demon.tration,"  At  wor. 
«cd  Young  Captain  Carter  and  all  hi.  ZlZ 
lookmg  .oldier.  were  .0  nice  that  it  .eem.  .  p  ^^ 
mix  Acm  widi  tho.e  rough  men."  ^ 

nr«  ^^^  «*t"  ""  "^°°^'"  proclaimed  die  Colonel 
proudly.     « I  taught  them  my.elf." 

Jickey  grinned  hi.  way  into  the  room  and  Ui^n^A 
over  die  Colonel  confidentially.  **"*^ 
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"Cap'nCahtuh,8uhI" 

"With  your  permission,  my  dear,"  bowed  Ac 
Colonel. 

"  ril  wait  in  the  other  room,"  offered  Cordelia. 

•  "  By  no  means,"  insisted  the  Colonel  — "  that  is, 

if  you  have  no  objection  to  meeting  Captain  Carter." 

"  Show  Fitz  in,  Jickey,"  smiled  Cordelia. 

Captain  Fitzhugh  Lee  Carter,  who  revered  a  lady 
as  a  man  with  a  mother  should,  paid  no  attention  to 
Cordelia  Blossom  until  he  had  properly  saluted  his 
commanding  officer;  then  he  bowed  to  die  fairest  of 
her  sex  then  present  widi  the  military  grace  found 
only  in  the  best  fiction. 

"  I  have  the  honor  to  report,  sir,"  he  stated, 
"  that  Chief  of  Police  Baxter  has  accepted  the  Blos- 
som Grays  as  deputy  police,  with  specific  instruc- 
tions  to  return  to  our  pink  armory  and  drink  tea 
until  sent  for." 

Almost  the  Colonel  had  apoplexy. 

"  It  is  an  insult  I  "  he  declared. 

Both  Cordelia  and  Captain  Fltz  Carter  feared 
some  radical  action,  and  Cordelia  figured  rapidly 
that  whatever  the  action  might  be  it  would  com- 
promise the  Colonel. 

"Watt  dear,"  she  suggested,  knowing  well  his 
easiest  point  of  appeal,  "  did  Mr.  Baxter  call  on  you 
for  assistance,  or  did  you  confer  with  him  about  the 
need  of  the  Grays?" 

The  shocked  expression  on  the  face  of  the  Colonel 
was  sufficient  answer.  He  sat  dow-  with  a  stiff  jerk 
and  took  up  his  desk  'phone. 


A  Friend  of  the  Masses  307 

"Police,  if  you  please —Chief  Baxter  I"  he  re- 

Wni^?,  !"i  •,. '  u ',?  <^onsci  .nce-smitten  at  his  desk 
blotter  until  hu  bcU  rang. 

having  usuiped  die  courtesies  of  our  mutual  rela- 
tions  by  having  offered  you  the  assistance  of  die  Blos- 
som Grays  without  your  request." 

Chief  Baxter,  who  was  a  polite  man  in  his  own 
way,  covered  die  transmitter  while  he  snorted. 

"No\"a;L'ln'^f;  '''''''"  ''  ^"^^""^  -^-^<^- 

rJl'  ^  T  fJl^i  '°  ^*''*  y°"  "y  *°'"  '"ponded  the 
Colonel.  Meantime,  Mr.  Baxter,  I  shall  keep  the 
Blossom  Grays  mobilized,  subject  to  your  possible 

Three  people  had  a  sudden  impression  that  in  diis 
self-subjection  there  was  a  certain  measure  of  big- 
ness;  and  these  three  were  Chief  Baxter,  Captain 
Carter  and  Cordelia.  ^ 

♦     ♦     ♦ 

At  noontime  the  defenders  of  their  jobs,  having 
tired  of  purely  incidental  conflict,  invented  strategy 
and  ambush.  They  sent  a  turtle-headed  PiUgarian 
up  to  Sandy  Mike's  saloon,  with  two  long  strings 
of  beerpails  slung  on  poles.  The  act  was  so  auda- 
cious  that  the  two  hundred  or  more  strikers  who 
made  Sandy  Mike's  their  executive  headquarters 
were  shocked  mto  inaction  until  die  turtle-headed 
workman  came  out  widi  die  beer.  Even  then  a  tacit 
sympadiy  with  his  errand  might  have  permitted  die 
messenger  to  depart  in  peace,  had  he  not,  at  the  dis- 
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tance  of  a  fair  running  start,  turned  to  favor  Uien 
with  his  entire  stock  of  English.  This  assortmem 
of  language  consisted  of  one  epithet,  so  inflamma 
tory  that  it  was  answered  by  a  unanimous  howl  whicl 
had  all  the  effect  of  a  skyrocket 

Instantaneously  the  best  short-legged  sprinter  ol 
the  foreign  legions  started  to  make  a  new  record  ir 
the  beeipail  handicap;  but,  in  place  of  making  a 
straight  shoot  for  the  main  entrance  of  the  factory, 
he  ran  on  past  that  street  and  turned  into  Tayloi 
Alley  just  seven  inches  ahead  of  a  beer  bottle.  Tc 
this  day  the  reinstated  home  workmen  speak  wit! 
genuine  admiration  of  the  speed  of  that  deceptivelj 
turtle-headed  RUgarian,  and  regret  that  he  was  acd- 
dentally  killed  in  the  ensuing  melee. 

The  errand  and  the  defiance  and  the  chase  formed 
the  strategy.  The  ambush  came  at  the  foot  of 
Taylor  Alley,  where  the  Dickland  Lumber  Company 
had  stacked,  on  each  corner,  tall,  beautiful  piles  oi 
two-by-four  and  two-by-six  and  two-by-eight  scant- 
lings. It  was  a  two-by-eight  which  hit  the  turtle- 
headed  decoy  just  as  he  led  his  pursuers  into  range. 
The  tops  of  those  lumber-piles  had  bwarmed,  in  an 
instant,  with  playful  strikebreakers  enjoying  theif 
noonday  recreation  hour;  and  three  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars'  worth  of  fine,  well-seasoned  lumber  had 
been  cast  on  the  cohorts  of  leisure  before  a  large 
and  eager  police  squad,  smarting  from  the  memory 
of  Chief  Baxter's  oration,  appeared  on  the  scene 
with  drawn  clubs  and  a  thirst  for  exercise. 

Up  to  this  point  the  affair  had  been  much  in  the 
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nature  of  a  mere  boyish  scrimmage,  as  ther*  hoH 

r::'::r^:::^f'  ^'"^^  -mber  ^^c^mt- 

the  street,  and  one  G  W  CM  °l     u^  ^  ""'  """ 
of  the  Third  Nation,!  n    uu^  "'"  ""  P«»id">t 

Pahle  -  Icaning'forw^LttkXt"-"  h:^- 
he  not  been  so  deeply  in  eameQf  In  U'    j    •  *** 

awav  frnm  fK,«.     *:\^"  camest  m  his  desire  to  be 

faUl     Th.  ?      J    /"*^"*''on  was  tottering  to  its 

;H*  Ben  B^er.  ^^J^^^^^T'^l^ZX 

hi  Tilrr„  ""'  ■;'"■" 'o  '-y  ri8l't.mind°d 
Mwer,  factory  owner  or  lumber  monopolist     Th. 

poI.ce  department,  Ben  Baaer,  and  iZor  W. ttil 

.»  Blossom  were  totally  .nd  irredcem'ity  ^T 
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XX 
The  Hero  of  the  Hour 

COLONEL  WATTERSON  BLOSSOM,  stiU 
entertaining  Cordelia  in  his  private  office  be- 
cause she  did  not  feel  at  liberty  to  remove  her  finger 
from  the  pulse  of  events,  picked  up  his  telephone  and 
heard  the  agonized  voice  of  Joseph  J.  Taylor. 

"  The  city  is  in  the  hands  of  the  mob  I  "  shouted 
Taylor.  "I  demand  that  you  requisition  the  gover- 
nor for  state  troops.    Will  you  or  will  you  not  do 

80?" 

"  I'll  tell  you  in  ten  minutes,  Mr.  Taylor,"  replied 
the  Colonel  with  cool  politeness. 

He  called  up  Ben  Baxter  immediately. 

"  Chief  Baxter,  I  have  been  requested  to  call  on 
the  governor  for  state  troops,"  he  said.  "  I  do  not 
propose  to  usurp  your  authority  again.  Shall  you 
,need  the  troops?  " 

"No,"   declared  Baxter.     "They  had  quite  a 

little  scrap  down  there  this  noon,  but  we  have  it 

under  control.     Say,   Colonel,   I've  been  thinking 

about  those  Grays  of  yours.     Do  you  think  they'd 

,  stand  their  ground?  " 

"  Like  men  I  "  declared  the  Colonel  proudly. 

"All  right! "  agreed  Baxter,  covering  his  worry 
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of  voice.    "Keep   'em  handy,  will 


by  gruffness 
you?" 

.1^5  ^°i*"^*  ""*^  "P  J°"P*»  J-  Taylor. 
Mr.  Taylor,  I  have  consulted  with  Chief  of 
I'ohce  Baxter  and  he  assures  me  he  does  not  need  the 
state  troops."  advised  the  Colonel.  "  In  case  he  re- 
quires  additional  help,  he  wiU  send  you  the  Blossom 
Grays." 

"Good  Lord  I"  yelled  Taylor  in  profound  con- 
tempt.  How  in  thunder  do  you  su^  ose  a  fancy 
drill  IS  going  to  help  us  in  an  emergency  iikc  this  I  If 
you  don  t  telegraph  for  state  troops  I  wiUI  I  ask 
you,  for  the  last  time,  whether  you  are  going  to  do 

"No I"  snapped  the  Colonel. 

Somehow  the  vibration  in  that  voice  stirred  an 
unoq)ectedIy  responsive  chord  in  Cordelia.     In  the 
perplexity  of  this  crisis  her  thoughts  had  instinctively 
turned  to  Jim  Fleecer,  who  had  represented  the  larg- 
est  capability  in  her  circle  of  resources;  but  there  had 
been  no  time  to  consult  Georgia.    Now  she  was 
suddenly  aware  that  there  was  no  need.    Why,  the 
easy-going  Colonel,  who  had  been  but  as  day  to  her 
modeling,  was  a  man  I    WeU,  she  had  always  known 
It  I    She  enjoyed  the  new  pleasure  —  that  of  a  mo- 
ment of  self-abnegation.    She  did  not  contemplate 
giving  up  anything,  but  she  did  reHect  that  she  might 
make  her  plans  in  this  instance  dependent  upon  the 
outcome  of  the  Colonel's. 

^.?5T°"  9'"^'  *^«  ««cond  vice-president  of  the 
Third  National  Bank,  rang  up. 
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"Have  you  called  for  the  atate  troops?"  he 
wanted  to  know,  in  a  voice  with  a  fabetto  break.    . 

"  I  have  notl  "  replied  the  Colonel. 

"What  in  the  name  of  Heaven  are  you  doing 
then?  "  demanded  Chisel.  "  Don't  you  know  that 
my  father  has  been  shot?  " 

"  The  matter  has  been  reported  to  me,"  admitted 
the  Colonel.  "  I  cannot  deny  that  the  situation  is 
grave,  but  I  am  confident  that  the  Blossom  Grays 
will  be  able  to  restore  and  preserve  order." 

**  The  armory  dancers  I  "  scorned  Chisel.  "  Col- 
onel, this  is  no  dme  for  joking.  Send  for  the  state 
troops  I " 

"  No  1 "  snapped  the  Colonel. 

Cordelia  was  regarding  him  with  a  thoughtful 
brow.  He  turned  to  her  and  smiled  reassuringly. 
She  answered  his  smile  at  first  vaguely;  then  corrected 
it.  ,Why,  Watt  seemed  on  the  point  of  redeeming 
himself  in  the  public  eye  I  His  refusal  to  call  in 
the  state  troops  was  bound  to  work  in  his  favor.  It 
was  certain  to  overthrow  a  measure  of  his  unpopu- 
larity. A  little  more  of  this  and  his  campaign  for 
mayor  might  not  be  so  hopeless.  The  residence  in 
the  state  capital  seemed  further  off  than  ever. 

The  Dickland  Lumber  Company  called  up.  The 
rioters,  in  demolishing  a  dry  kiln,  had  set  fire  to  the 
lumber  yards.  The  state  troops  must  be  sent  for 
at  once  to  save  the  city  from  immediate  destruction. 
The  Colonel,  unruffled  and  confident,  pointed  out 
that  the  Blossom  Grays,  still  held  in  reserve,  would 
be  perfectly  adequate  to  meet  all  emergencies.     The 


i  n  • 


The  Hero  of  the  Hour  313 

Diddand  Lumber  Company  woffcd  hystcricaUy,  cast 

^fn??!.''"  *^'  ^°'°"*^'"  ^»*»><>"*'  «"d  agah  de. 
manded  the  state  troops. 

"No I"  firmly  amiounced  the  Colonel,  his  lios 
compressed  and  his  little  gray  goatee  sticking  straight 

an"^  J^TJ''''  "  "'^  "«^'  ^  ^«  ^"'  «"y  eyes, 
and  that  light  was  akin  to  joy. 

The  £vm>^  fi/«^^  called  up.    Was  it  true  that 

Iroop^?  "^"^  '"   '^"^  ^°'  ^'^^^  «'»*« 

••It  is  I"  replied  the  Colonel. 
"  J?y  ^  "  demanded  the  £rtfifm^  Blade. 

«  T„  *h ''/?  '^''^  '^VP"''"  '^^*^«^  '^c  Colonel. 
In  the  first  place.  Chief  Baxter,  who  is  my  ap- 

pomtec  m  charge  of  the  city's  peace,  has  not  yet  rc^ 

quested  such  assistance;  and  I  shall  not  usurp  his  au- 

k-TtT^  H?*'  P~^**^  ^""'^^^  incompetent, 

place,  the  Blossom  Grays,  who  have  not  yet  been 
called  upon,  are  thoroughly  adequate  to  suppress  a 
not  of  any  size.    Last,  but  not  least.  I  wiU  not 
have  my  people  butchered  by  strangers  I  " 
^Thc  Colonel  turned  from  the  telephone  with  a 

^^  "The  Evening  Blade/  »  he  explained  to  Cordelia. 

The  city  editor  said:  '  Hooray! '  " 
,   "  Of  course  he  did  I  "  applauded  the  most  charm- 

XldT" '"     """'^^  "^^'  w^^'  y^»'" 

What  an  opportunity  the  Colonel  had  grasped, 
without  the  least  conception  of  it.    Why,  bless 
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.Wfttt*t  innocent  old  heart,  Jim  Fleecer  himself — 
clever  politician  at  he  was  —  could  not  have  taken  a 
more  adroit  political  advantage  of  a  big  moment  I 
Strangers  shall  not  butcher  my  people  I  There  was 
no  doubt  about  the  Colonel's  re-election.  At  last  he 
had  sided  with  the  voters.  How  could  that  winter 
residence  be  managed  now? 

Jickey  came  in  with  a  telegram.  He  had  caught 
the  fever  of  die  hour  and  his  eyes  were  like  porcckin 
doorknobs. 

The  Colonel  opened  the  telegram,  read  it  with 
a  frown  and  drew  toward  him  a  pad  of  telegraph 
blanks. 

The  'phone  rang. 

"  HeUo,  Colonel !  "  called  a  heavy  voice.  "  I  un- 
derstand  you  have  refused  to  call  for  state  troops?  " 

"  That  is  quite  true,  Mr.  Fleecer,"  assented  the 
Colonel.  "I  have  a  telegram  from  Governor 
Truckle,  stating  that  he  is  now  massing  the  guards 
for  immediate  transportation.  I  am  declining  the 
offer  I" 

"You'd  better  not  do  that.  Colonel,"  urged 
Fleecer  earnestly. 

"Thank  you,"  replied  the  Colonel  courteously. 
"  You  will  pardon  my  haste,  Mr.  Fleecer,  but  I  wish 
to  get  this  telegram  away  in  a  hurry." 

Cordelia  abnost  tittered.  If  she  had  needed  a 
corroboration  of  the  Colonel's  suddenly  dangerous 
popularity,  Jim.  Fleecer's  anxiety  was  enough.  In 
spite  of  the  havoc  Watt  was  makmg  in  her  own 
plans,  it  amused  her  to  think  of  the  worry  he  was 
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ctuiing  Fleecer.  The  Colonel  was  diiturbing  them 
«U;  but  reaUy  It  wa.  hi.  turn.  So  Jim  Fleecer 
couldnt  hep  Georgia  and  her  thii  time  I    He  had 

I'I'k?  ''"  'S^'"!."^*  ^*^^**"«1  "P  '«>  «n  ignominiou. 
•laughter.    Her  dimples  were  never  deeper.    How- 

ever,  the  joke  w«  not  entirely  on  their  friend  Fleecer. 
Jim  telegraphed  the  governor  and  that  telegram 
counted  tor  more  than  all  the  other..  Chief  Baxter 
called  for  the  BloMom  Gray.,  and  the  Colonel  or- 
dered  them  out  with  the  proud  promptnes.  of  a  Wel- 
Imgton  at  Waterloo. 

There  came  anodier  telegram  from  the  governor, 
and  for  the  fir.t  time  in  that  deci.ive  day  the  Col- 
onel .  head  drooped.  Eren  Jickey'.  «nile  conden.ed 
mto  a  solenm  groove. 

"  What',  the  matter.  Watt?  "  a.ked  Cordelia,  all 
her  perception,  alive  to  every  nebulou.  imprcion. 

He  gravely  passed  her  the  telegram. 

»  r  ^'^f*  ^fP^^^  on  special  train,"  she  read. 
Arrive  four-fifteen.    Truckle." 

CordeKa  pondered  that  telegram  carefuUy. 
^  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  "  she  inquired,  fold- 
*°^.?!  ^^*"™  ■"**  **PP'"8  '^cr  white  teeth  widi  it 
Tlie  ;  IS  nothing  I  can  do,"  he  confessed,  rising 
and  beginning  to  walk  the  floor.  "It  is  the  old 
question  of  sovereignty  — the  dispute  which  led  to 
the  Civil  War.  The  law  in  this  state  is  slightly 
vague,  but  custom,  at  least,  ha.  sanctioned  the  right 
of  the  governor  to  send  in  troops  over  my  head  on 
the  request  of  citizens  in  jeopardy." 


316 


Cordelii  Blonom 


Cordelia  wttched  him  padiig  die  floor.  She  taw 
the  red  flush  creep  up  under  hit  cheeks.  She  knew 
he  was  girding  himself  against  passion.  She  knew 
he  was  bracing  himself  against  this  humiliation;  and 
out  of  her  sympathetic  understanding  there  came  an 
inspiration  so  glorious  that  she  jumped  from  her 
chair  and  joined  the  Colonel  in  his  march  I 

"Watt  dear,  you  don't  want  these  strangers  to 
come  in  and  kill  your  people,  do  you  ?  " 

He  pressed  her  hand. 

*'  No,  Cordelia,"  he  told  her  in  a  voice  which  was 
huskily  harsh. 

"Then  don't  let  them!"  she  urged  him. 

"  The  law! "  he  reminded  her. 

"Yoi:  say  the  law  is  vague,"  she  argued;  "  and 
where  it  is  vague  I  should  think  you  would  have  an 
excuse  to  put  your  own  interpretation  on  it." 

The  Colonel  stopped  abruptly  and  looked  at  her 
with  a  slow  return  of  the  light  in  his  eyes. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  he  puzzled  eagerly. 

"  I  know  what  I'd  do.  Watt  —  law  or  no  law 
—  I'd  take  the  Blossom  Grays  down  to  that  train 
and  tell  the  state  troops  not  to  dare  get  off  in  your 
town!" 

The  Colonel  regarded  his  wife  with  almost  wor- 
shipful awe,  and  put  his  hands  on  her  smooth  shoul- 
ders. 

"  Cordelia,"  he  declared  in  a  voice  choking  with 
emotion,  "you  are  the  most  wonderful  woman  in 
the  world!" 
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There  it  nothing  so  progreitive  ai  the  busineM 
of  battle.  The  ex-employ^s  of  the  Taylor  Manu- 
facturing Company,  feeling  thenuelves  wonted  in 
the  recent  match,  flocked  to  die  icene  of  the  ferment 
in  drovei  and  hordei  and  swarmi;  and  while  waiting 
for  the  peaceful  hour  of  veipert,  when  the  viiiting 
teams  would  come  forth,  diey  relieved  the  tedium  by 
collectmg  all  the  ammunition  in  the  vicinity  —  from 
hard^oal  clinkers  to  sewer  tiling. 

This  being  reported  to  Ben  Baxter,  he  decided  to 
try  the  effect  of  the  Blossom  Grays,  and  went  along 
himself  in  a  six^ylinder  mUitary  equipage  to  watch 
the  boys  in  action.    The  trial  was  more  astoundingly 
effective  than  even  hopeful  Captain  Williamson  had 
anticipated.    There  was  no  activity  in  die  district 
except  for  the  hum  of  contented  labor  in  die  Taylor 
Manufacturing  Company's  plant.    There  were  no 
groups  of  more  than  three  strikers  in  evidence,  and 
the  few  who  were  visible  stood  round  disconsolately 
but  sullenly,  with  their  hands  in  dieir  pockets,  vir- 
tuously  insisting  on  their  rights  as  peaceful  citizens 
to  stand  anywhere  diey  blamed  pleased  I 

Chief  Baxter  halted  his  bright  red  machine  and 
waited  for  Captain  Fitzhugh  Lee  Carter. 

"  I  don't  get  it,"  he  confessed.  "  It  never  hit 
me  that  a  pale  gray  uniform,  with  green  trimmings, 
would  scare  a  bunch  of  these  half-inch^oUar  boys 
into  hoeing  the  weeds  out  of  die  back  yard." 

"I  hope  it  isn't  the  uniforms,"  and  Captain  Fitz- 
hugh Lee  Carter  gazed  back  over  his  regiment  of 
•traight-shouldered  boys  widi  their  guns  at  die  prize- 
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drill  angle,  their  •imnunittoii  belu  ituffed,  and  dieir 
facet  lo  happy  and  eager. 

"  You  win  I "  dryly  agreed  Baxter,  ttill  deeply  pec^ 
plexed.  "There's  something  wrong  about  diis. 
Hey,  you  —  Bug  Reeker  I    Come  out  here  I  ** 

A  tomato-necked  man,  who  had  been  trying  to  con- 
ceal himself  nonchalantly  behind  a  telephone  pole, 
slouched  out  with  a  wise  determination  to  be  as  ^eer- 
ful  under  the  circumstances  as  possible. 

"  Hello,  Chief! "  he  hailed,  as  one  greeting  a  long 
lost  friend. 

The  chief  wasted  no  time  in  conventional  greet- 
ings. 

"  You  can  save  a  lot  of  trouble  by  slipping  me 
some  actual  information,  Bug.  What's  turned  this 
free*for4ill  into  a  prayer  meeting?  It  isn't  the  boys 
back  here?" 

The  scorn  of  Bug  was  so  emphatic  that  his  scarlet 
ears  moved  up. 

"Nawl"  he  snarled.  "The  state  troops  is  on 
the  way." 

"  I  thought  it  was  something  regular,"  considered 
Baxter  with  a  grinning  glance  at  Fitzhugh.  After 
all,  the  captain  was  a  nice,  clean  boy. 

"  I  suppose  I  get  myself  in  bad  if  I  say  it's  a  rotten 
deal,"  grumbled  Bug — ^"  but  it's  using  the  power  of 
the  Government  to  take  money  out  of  the  pockets  of 
the  laboring  man.  Right  after  the  riot  this  noon, 
old  Taylor  was  willing  to  compromise  at  seven  and  a 
half  per  cent  increase,  but  now  he  says  he  won't  do 
a  thing.    You  get  that,  don't  you?" 
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I  ««t  it.»;  iduiowledged  Buter,  who  had  hit  own 

I?«r*  ^"•**^*'  **"*  "•^*''  **'**  ■  <*•»««  <o  "•«  them. 
WeU,  Fitzhugh  Ue  Carter,  I  gueu  you  might  m 
well  ftay  here  and  quell  die  ditturbance."  Wid» 
which  kind  permiMion  Chief  Baxter  whirled  back  to 
headquarter!. 

*    •    • 

At  three-thirty,  a  tall,  black,  ilim  figure,  with  a 
wide-bnmmed  felt  hat,  rode  up  to  Captain  Carter 
on  a  snow-white  hone,  and  rescued  him  from  per- 
dition  and  the  vegetable  compliment!  of  various  glee- 
ful  small  boys. 

"  Captain  Carter,"  announced  the  Colonel  with  a 
•alute,  "  I  have  the  honor  to  report  that  I  have 
come  to  take  command  of  the  Blossom  Grayt  for 
active  service.    Company,  fall  in!" 

"At-ten-tion  — com-panyl"  vocf crated  Captain 
Carter,  feeling  again  that  he  had  blood.  "  Form 
by  fours  I    Forward  —  march  I " 

Seven  newspaper  reporters— all  with  cameras-, 
and  every  free  youngster  in  the  city  followed  that 
noble  procession  to  the  depot,  and  watched  the  Col- 
onel Ime  up  his  natty-looking  boys  in  a  double  pha- 
lanx  against  the  station,  faring  the  track;  and  by  the 
time  the  four-fifteen  special  had  pulled  in,  every  pho- 
tographer  in  the  escort  had  sent  a  hurry-up  call  to 
the  office  for  more  plates. 

Down  thundered  die  right-of-way  spedal  which 
proudly  bore  the  state  troops.  It  stopped  widi  a 
swifdygraduated  predsion  that  amounted  to  a  flour- 
lih.    The  governor's  guards,  swaggering  widi  aU 
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the  devil-m«y-care  nonchalance  acquired  from  a  care- 
ful study  of  Dumas,  piled  down  from  the  cart  like 
flies  streaming  from  a  bumped  sugar  barrel. 

Suddenly  the  incipient  D*Artagnans  paused  and 
reflected.  They  had  taken  this  litde  outing  to  daz- 
zle and  overawe  an  uncouth  and  unarmed  racb.  In- 
stead they  found  facing  them  a  long,  compact,  double 
line  of  neat  but  well-muscled  young  men  in  gray  uni- 
forms, with  bright  eyes  and  knotted  jaws,  and  par- 
ticularly shiny  guns  unlimbered  for  action. 

A  tall,  slender,  elderly  gentleman  in  a  Prince  Al- 
bert, a  gray  goatee  and  a  black  felt  hat  stepped  for- 
ward into  the  dear  space  and  directed  in  a  voice  with 
a  milled  edge: 

"  You  men  get  back  in  vour  cars  I  Where's  your 
leader?" 

Seven  cameras  clicked. 

A  spunky-looking  man,  with  a  particularly  mili- 
tary mustache  and  a  back  with  a  painful  inKurve, 
dashed  down  the  platform  and  stated  to  Colonel 
Watterson  Blossom  without  a  salute: 

"What  do  you  want?  I  am  Major  Culvin,  of 
the  state  troops." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  sir,"  the  Colonel  icily  cor- 
rected him.  "  You  are  an  armed  stranger,  and  con- 
sequently subject  to  arrest  I  As  mayor  of  die  city,  I 
order  you  to  get  out  of  town  in  thirty  minutes  I  " 

The  armed  stranger  blinked,  but  he  stood  on 
the  dignity  of  his  commission. 

"  I  have  die  laws  of  the  state  back  of  me,"  he  in- 
sisted, betraying  a  tendency  to  splutter.    "  I  have  in- 
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•tructions  that  this  city  is  in  a  state  of  riot,  and  am 
to  d??tr''"'''"  °"**''  ""'^'  ^^  ^'°'**'  ^'"*  «°^« 

"  ^°"'',*  .""*^*''  *'"*'  **  »  dangerous  character!  " 
announced  the  Colonel  calmly,  and  thereupon  exhib- 

™  /"**  i'^i""? T    ^^  ^*"'d  t^o  ««ular  police- 
men from  behind  the  ranks  I 

Major   Culvin   might  have   resisted   an   arrest 

from  two  of  the  Blossom  Grays,  but  a  bluecoated 

policeman  with  a  hehnet  is  perfectly  tangible,  even 

!°M  K **•!,"*  °^u^'  •**'*^  '""»^>*  '^^^  fi^e  pounds  of 
go  d  braid  on  his  coat  He  winced  and  reddened, 
with  ordinary  civilian  humiliation,  as  two  heavi! 

Tl  /'xT**'"*  °"  ^''  shoulders  and  seven  cameras 
clicked.    Nevertheless  he  was  a  herol 

Company,  fall  in  I »  he  commanded  in  clarion 
tones;  and  some  of  the  company  did. 

"Y?u  *''"f;  ^f-  ^"^^'"•"  ^*"*d  the  Colonel 
—  If  these  illegally  armed  companions  of  yours 
start  to  make  any  demonstration,  my  boys  wUl  blow 
their  heads  oflFl" 

The  stranger,  Culvin,  looked  Colonel  Watterson 
Blossom  m  the  cold  gray  eye  for  about  a  minute ;  then 
he  glanced  up  and  down  the  line  of  Blossom  Grays. 

1  shall  report  to  the  governor  at  once."  he  de- 
cided. 

r  1*  ^?r  *'^!  "5^  permission  to  do  so."  granted  the 
Colonel  frigidly.  «  You  may  teU  the  go^rnor  for 
me  that  your  mob  has  thirty  minutes  to  leave  town 
or  be  shot." 

Unconsciously,  Mr.  Culvin  saluted.    Seven  cam- 
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eras  clicked.    Still  in  custody,  Mr.  Culvin  went  into 
the  telegraph  office  and  threw  Governor  Truckle  ^ 
into  a  recurrence  of  his  besetting  ague.  ^ 

Never  having  been  distinguished  for  initiative, 
Governor  Truckle  stammeringly  instructed  his  secre- 
tary to  get  Jim  Fleecer  on  the  long-distance  tele- 
phone. 

"  Fleecer,  we're  in  a  pickle  I  "  explained  the  gover- 
nor. "  The  state  troops  you  asked  for  are  in  your 
town,  but  your  mayor  refuses  to  recognize  them  of- 
ficially. He  gives  them  thirty  minutes  to  get  out  of 
town  or  be  shot.    Will  he  shoot  ?  " 

"You're  doggone  whistling  he'll  shoot!"  ear- 
nestly replied  Fleecer. 

"Then  what  shall  I  do?" 
"  Get  your  state  troops  out  of  here  in  twenty-five 
minutes,"  advised  Fleecer  promptly.     "Don't  let 
me  waste  any  of  your  timel " 

In  a  remarkably  brief  period  Major  Culvin  re- 
turned to  the  station  platform  and  saluted  Colonel 
Watterson  Blossom. 

"  Sir,  I  have  the  honor  to  report  that  I  am  or- 
dered to  remove  my  troops  to  the  state  capital  at 
once,"  he  proclaimed  with  due  pomp  and  circum- 
stance. 

Even  while  he  talked  the  telegraph  operator  came 
running  out  with  yellow  tissue-paper  orders  for  die 
conductor  and  the  en^neer  of  the  special. 

The  whisde  tooted;  the  bell  clanged;  the  cameras 
clicked  I  The  governor's  guards  piled  back  into  the 
cars.    Amid  the  frantic  dieers  of  the  populace,  the 
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rightof-way  special  moved  out  of  town  — back- 
ward  I 

rvT7*D  ,."'1  ^°^°~^  Wattcnon  Blossom  to 
Ae'likc  r  "  '  "  ^'''"  *°  °"'  *"^  ■"*^* 

"You're  too  late,  Colonel,"  grmned  the  admiring 
Baxter.  I  ve  just  been  on  the 'phone.  Joe  Taylor 
compromised  at  seven  and  a  half  per  cent  when  he 
neard  of  your  avil  war." 

The  Colonel  flushed  widi  pleasure. 

"  I  am  highly  gratified,"  he  announced.  "  I  shall 
take  occasion  to  mention  your  exceUent  work  pub- 
hcly.  Chief  Baxter."  ^ 

"  Never  mind  mine,"  chuckled  Baxter;  "  you  just 

dip  m  a  good  word  for  our  Blossom  Grays.     Hear 
that  cheermg  I     Say,  but  you're  strong  with  the  peo- 

Supremely  happy  in  the  triumph  of  justice,  the 
Colonel,  at  the  head  of  his  victorious  Blossom  Grays 
rode  up  Main  Street  on  his  snow-white  charger, 
one  arm  dangling  carelessly  at  his  side,  his  neck 
stiff,  his  head  erect  and  his  hatbrim  gently  flopp- 

r  "i*?'*«?*  "°"''"  breathed  the  sparkling-eyed 
Cordelia  Blossom  to  her  dear  friend  Georgia  Fleecer, 
m  Georgia's  electric  arthe  curb. 

"  He  showed  his  stuff  all  right,"  gamely  acknowl- 

u*?  rnl"*  *^*«"^'  »<"in8  at  the  coupe  door.     " I 

diink  I II  have  to  do  a  lot  of  switching  in  my  plans, 

tor  election  is  too  near  to  lose  this  absolute  scream 

of  popularity.     •  Strangers  shaU  not  butcher  my  peo- 
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plel  *  There**  nothing  to  stop  the  Colonel,  Boti. 
He  gets  his  second  term  as  mayor." 

Cordelia  turned  on  him  round,  round  eyes,  whidi 
sparided  too  much  to  be  quite  ignorant 

"  Oh,  not  mayor  I  "  she  protested.  "  I  rather  cal- 
culated that  this  popularity  would  be  statewide,  and 
I  don't  believe  Governor  Truckle  will  be  in  very 
high  favor  —  will  he  ?  " 

Jim  Fleecer  looked  at  her  and  at  Georgia  in  dumb 
fascination  for  a  moment  They  had  unconsciously 
clasped  hands,  and  seemed  so  very,  very  happy  and 
contented.  Already  they  had  a  mutual  thought  for 
Mrs.  Longmere  Pierce  I 

"  Say,  Boss,"  he  suggested,  "  if  you  haven't  picked 
out  your  house  in  the  state  capital  I  can  show  you 
some  swell  pictures  of  the  governor's  mansion." 


XXI 

Campaigning  for  a  Friend 

GOVERNOR  WATTERSON  BLOSSOM  fi„. 
ished  his  demi-tasse  and  settled  back  in  the  big 
hbrary  chair  with  a  sigh  of  comfort. 

"My  dear,  you  would  make  a  home  of  the  poorest 
Tn  i  fjMimented  the  most  charming  woman 

m  the  world.     "  You  have  done  wonders  in  the  re- 
juvcnation  of  this  antiquated  executive  mansion." 

Cordelia  Blossom  had  been  looking  at  the  calen- 
dar  accusmgly,  but  now  she  dimpled. 

lu're  so  delightfully  appreciative!"  she  as- 
•urt     uim  m  her  softest  of  voices. 

It  va.  only  three  week,  before  tu    itate  conven- 
tion  of  Isis  Clubs! 

V  "«^"  «^cct«d  to  be  to  comfortable  here,"  pur- 

thought  which  accompanied  my  election  was  a  trace 
of  regret  for  our  old  home.  Have  I  your  permis. 
sion  to  smoke,  my  dear?  " 

"It  jwll  gjve  me  pleasure,"  she  replied  sweetly, 
*8  she  did  twice  a  day  to  this  query. 

It  seemed  taken  for  granted  that  Mrs.  Pierce 
would  be  re-elected  for  her  second  term  as  state 
president,  which  would  make  her  eligible  to  office  in 
tne  National  Federation. 
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"  I  «m  more  comfortable  all  round  than  I  ha4  es 
pected  to  be,"  stated  the  Colonel,  lighting  the  thin 
black,  hard  panetela,  which  was  so  like  himself 
"Politics  here  seems  much  freer  from  corruptioi 
than  I  had  been  led  to  believe." 
.  Busj;  as  she  was  with  her  own  weighty  problemi 
Cordelia  gave  that  observadon  a  fleeting  smile. 

"  Watt,  you're  a  dear  I "  she  told  him. 

Mrs.  Longmere  Pierce  had  a  most  attractive  pei 
sonallty,  but,  as  a  loyal  club  member,  Cordelia  coul 
not  believe  that  Mrs.  Longmere  Pierce  could  gai 
a  National  Federation  office  —  or,  if  she  did,  coul 
adequately  represent  the  ladies  of  the  state.  Sh 
had  never  accomplished  any  conspicuous  personi 
adiievement 

"  I  have  examined  with  care  every  piece  of  pen« 
ing  legislation,"  remarked  the  Colonel,  leaning  bac 
his  head  and  watching  the  blue  smoke  curl  to  tl 
paneled  ceiling.  "  It  all  seems  direct,  soberly  coi 
sidered  and  justly  meant." 

"  I'm  so  glad  you  find  it  so,"  returned  Cordeli 
indi  pleasant  gratification. 

Mrs.  Longmere  Pierce  was  conducting  a  most  a 
tive  campaign,  with  no  one  in  the  field  against  he 
Really,  some  conspicuous  personal  achievement,  < 
actual  benefit  to  the  Isis  Club,  would  be  a  more  di 
nified  way  to  gain  the  presidency.  Besides,  offi 
was  originally  meant  as  a  reward. 

"  The  legislators,  too,"  the  Colonel  mooned  on  - 
"  they  are  not  so  uncouth  as  I  had  imagined.  1 
be  sure,  they  are  not  all  fit  company  for  gentlefol 
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but  most  of  them  have  at  least  a  degree  of  luav- 
ity. 

"  Being  governor,  then,  is  quite  a  bit  more  agree- 
able  than  it  was  to  be  mayor,"  speculated  Cordelia, 
smihng  at  h,m  to  show  how  glad  she  was  for  his  sake. 

CIu^  r  ""i*^,.^"  *  "''"'  ^'«  '^'"K '°  ^^  f°'  ^^  I«» 
Uub?    Cordeha  unconsciously  sighed  as  she  pro- 

pomided  that  familiar  problem.  She  had  lived  face 
to  face  with  It  for  over  a  month  now,  watching  the 
calendar  every  day  I 

"  On  the  other  hand,"  droningly  continued  the 

«  h«Ti      T  *Pr"?  r"  »>«8inning  to  slow  down, 
both  branches  of  the  legislature  are  burdened  with 

SUA  impossible  creatures  as  the  senator  who  is  the 

fattier  of  the  Hoggsworth  Canal  Bill." 

Of  course  you  are  bound  to  meet  all  sorts,"  com- 

miserated  Cordelia,  keeping  up  the  conversational 

flow  with  soothing  ease, 
mat  could  she  do  for  the  Isis  Club  with  a  canal? 
1  must  admit,  however,  that  his  bill  is  a  public 

measure  of  great  value,"  resumed  the  Colonel,  lift- 

ing  his  head  determinedly  as  he  felt  his  eyelids  droop- 

"The  canal,  which  runs  the  length  of  the  state 
and,  wiA  its  three  branches,  reaches  sixteen  of  our 
twenty^ne  most  important  cities,  has  faUen  into  com- 
meraal  disuse,  and  is  a  heavy  burden  of  expense  on 
the  people.  The  Hoggsworth  Bill  grants  the  Inland 
rransportation  Company  a  fifty-year  franchise  to 
haul  canal-boats,  with  electric  traction  engines  on  the 
berm-bank;  and  they  reUeve  the  state  of  the  expense 
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of  repairs  during  that  time.  Senator  Hoggiwordi*t 
meature  U  popularly  known  as  the  Electric  Mule 
Bill** 

Cordelia  was  prepared  to  enjoy  that  clever  absurd- 
ity with  the  Colonel,  but  she  saw  that  it  was  not  ex- 
pected of  her. 

"  How  appropriate! "  she  observed. 

No,  the  canal  did  not  seem  promising.  Nodiing 
did  I  And  this  wastheeighdil  The  annual  State 
Isis  Club  convention  was  to  be  on  the  first! 

"Watt  dear!  "  said  Cordelia  suddenly. 

"  Yes,  my  dear!  "  And  the  Colonel  opened  his 
eyes  widi  a  jerk.  He  sat  bolt-upright  and  paid  her 
minutely  courteous  attention. 

"  Would  it  disturb  you  politically  if  I  should  invite 
Georgia  Fleecer  up  for  a  litde  visit?  " 

"  I  shall  receive  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fleecer  with  pleas- 
ure at  any  time,"  he  announced  with  sti£f  dignity. 
"  I  trust  I  may  never  select  my  personal  friends  with 
any  reference  to  political  expediency!  " 

"  It  was  silly  of  me  to  ask,"  apologized  Cordelia, 
rising  briskly.  "  I  wanted  your  approval,  however." 
And  patting  the  highly  gratified  Colonel  on  the  gray 
head,  she  hurried  to  the  telephone  and  put  in  a  long* 
distance  call  for  Georgia  Fleecer. 

"How  good  your  voice  sounds!"  she  told  her 
close  friend  anJ  partner.  "  Can't  you  run  up  for 
a  little  visit?" 

"  It's  a  tremendous  temptation  I "  speculated  Geor- 
gia.    "  I'll  see  if  Jim  can  arrange  it" 

"  He  can  get  away  at  any  time,"  confidently  as- 
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J«^  Cordelia.    "We'll  be  «,  gl.d  to  «e  you 

"No  more   than   we,"   Georgia   auured  her. 
We  might  run  up  for  Sunday." 
"  That'i  too  far  away,"  protested  Cordelia.    "  Of 
courje  you  couldn't  possibly  make  it  to-night?" 

h,mT"!l\"^u''u"^**^^y  '•P"*^  Georgia,  and 
turned  to  ha;  husband,  covering  the  transmitter. 
Jim,  Cordelia  wants  to  see  us  in  a  hurry  about 
something  very  important  Of  course  we  couldn't 
possibly  go  up  to-night." 

Wlegged  and  big-boned  Jim  Fleecer,  who  had 
wrapped  himself  m  a  delightfuUy  threadbare  lounff- 
mg  robe  and  had  cocked  up  his  feet  on  a  leather 
./ T  *?^J»""»«^^  togeAer  like  a  foldmg  derrick. 
1  thought  the  boss  was  slow  in  starting  some- 
thmg,  hegrmned.  "  It's  a  month  since  the  gover- 
"°f.  7V.  ?■"«"'»****•    What's  the  scheme?" 

/  thuik  It  must  be  about  the  Isis  Club.    I  know 
Its  important" 

Jim  rose  and  threw  off  his  lounging  robe. 
How  many  trunks  can  we  pack  in  two  hours? 
There's  a  train  at  eleven-thirty." 

Georgia  turned  hastily  to  the  'phone. 
"  G^d^^^  **  eleven-thirty  train,"  she  called. 


Pop  I  SpshI  The  last  spare  tire  on  the  gover- 
nor  s  car  spht  open,  and  the  chauffeur,  who  had  been 
pickmg  his  way  along  the  frozen  country  road  with 
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the  care  of  an  tvittor  flying  out  of  «n  orchtrd, 
walked  back  three  rodi  to  "  cum." 

"Oh!"  Cordelia  regretted.  "Do  you  thmk 
you'll  be  late  for  your  meeting,  Watt?  " 

Governor  Blotsom,  who  could  not  but  feel  that  cir- 
cumitancet  had  put  a  personal  affront  upon  him, 
looked  at  his  watch  in  despair,  but  maintained  his 

dignity. 

"  I  think  it  extremely  doubtful,"  he  decided;  and, 
lest  his  charming  wife  should  think  him  too  much 
worried,  he  patted  her  reassuringly  on  the  plump 

hand. 

"  The  traction  line  is  only  about  half  a  mile  fron 
the  canal  at  this  point,"  suggested  Jim  Fleecer,  f  ron 
somewhere  in  die  midst  of  his  fathomless  fur  coat 

"  The  walk  doesn't  appear  enticing,"  considere< 
Georgia  Fleecer,  looking  with  disfavor  across  thi 
glassy  canal  and  the  rough  field  beyond.  "  Whi 
can't  we  have  good  roads  in  this  state,  Jim?  " 

"  We  need  the  money  elsewhere,  litde  one,"  re 
sponded  the  reputed  boss  of  the  sUte  with  a  sly  grii 
at  the  back  of  the  Colonel's  stiffly  poised  head. 

Cordelia's  round  eyes  crackled  with  a  fleetini 
trace  of  amusement,  and  then  she  gazed  ahead  a 
the  atrocious  highway. 

"  Some  of  the  leaders  of  our  fair  state  might  g( 
along  with  a  little  less  and  let  us  have  one  good  aut 
road  at  least,"  she  smiled.  "  Isn't  that  canal  th 
most  aggravating  thing  1  There  it  runs,  broad  an 
smooth,  right  straight  up  to  tiie  capital.  Of  coun 
that  ice  wouldn't  bear  our  car?  " 
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W«I  .pe.dw.y  i,  w.„M  „i.     W^ttT^* 
n  „M     «°r'"r-     ^y  «"'«  "•  drain  ,h.t  u.^ 

Bod.  titt  Colonel  and  Jim  Fleecer  laughed  and  « 
ch.ng.d  a  glance  o£  munial  underitanrg     He^ 

4r -ji/rsTo^rsfSir ""  *-"•  - 

r  jVS'  ',  *"*  "  *  •'""i"'  Weal "  warnilv  d.. 
fc«ded  blacky  Georgia,  reaenting,  l^^Xt 
*e  Mnuiement  of  both  men.  v-oraeua, 

herb!^-1I?.T"^?""'■"'•"    Cordelia  looaened 

uic  crup   air  and  her  warm   wrappinin.     "  Th. 
«|»l.ru«.  A.  entire  length  of  the  .Ute^d,  Jor 

of  .hlT"*"'  '"•"'*"•    "  P"""  through  .te«„ 
of  die  twentyone  moat  important  cities     Yo„,!?3 
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•  period  of  Bhf  jnn  to  the  Inland  Trtmportatibn 
Company.  They  are  to  keep  it  In  rq>air  alto.  That 
bill  has  paMcd  both  the  legidature  and  the  senate, 
and  I  consider  it  a  measure  so  commendable  that  it 
is  to  have  my  signature  to-morrow;  so,  Cordelia  "— 
and  he  smiled  on  her  playfully—.'*  I  can't  see  much 
hope  for  your  pretty  speedway.** 

The  unsuspected  backbone  and  brains  and  morals 
of  the  Inland  Transportation  Company  sat  very  still 
in  the  midst  of  his  fathomless  fur  coat  and  grinned 
and  grinned. 

"Oh,  what  a  shame! "  pondered  Cordelia,  look- 
ing at  the  canal  with  the  speculative  eye  of  one  who 
crysttllixes  visions.  "  It  would  be  such  a  big  thing 
to  give  the  state  I  " 

"What  a  conspicuous  personal  achievement!" 
Georgia  brightened,  as  she  turned  to  observe  the 
thoughtful  countenance  of  Cordelia.  "  Mrs.  Long- 
mere  Pierce,  in  her  whole  year  as  state  presi- 
dent of  the  Isis  Club,  has  never  accomplished  any- 
thing so  astonishing!  She  hasn't  much  to  point  to 
in  her  present  campaign." 

"  She  has  a  very  attractive  personality,"  conceded 
Cordelia  sweetly. 

Jim  Fleecer  ^anced  from  his  wife  to  Cordelia  and 
began  quietly  to  chuckle  as  die  light  broke  upon  him; 
but  the  Colonel  had  not  heard.  He  was  out  of  die 
car  figuring  with  his  chauffeur  on  the  chances  for  a 
speedy  resumption  of  their  journey;  and  now,  with 
his  watch  in  his  hand,  he  stepped  up  on  the  running 
board. 
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"  I  fetr  I  ahall  be  conpeUed  to  leave  tou."  h» 
ZT:1\  "'!"'^  -y  he  c«.  get  Ti  3 
odock.    Would  My  of  you  prefer  to  tike  the  trie; 

.  "  H^**  f^y  7*'*  **»  •*">.  «irf«»"  offered  Fleecer. 
mT'  ^*™**  ^*  Wf-frozen  puddles  ofTi 

J!i^  if  **.  u  T^^^  ^*  *^""'"  ""^J*  •h«kin«  Jwndf 
cordielly  with  hi.  guertt,  the  Colonel  prewed  .  Ium 

^  J'*?^"'*  ?!"  *!!i^  ^^  ipeedwey  would  be  «  tplen. 
Jhd  thmg.  Mr.  Fleecer?"  inquired  CordeMe.  Whose 
idett  were  always  persistent. 

htrly.  "^""'^  ***  *  '^''""  ^  *'*"  «^«»^*'«d  FJwcer  so- 

"  It  could  be  made  a  toU  road,"  argued  Cordelia 
promptly  not  quite  understanding  him.    "  Just  think 

dreds  of  miles,  widi  no  grade  crossings  and  conse- 
quendy  no  speed  limits  I  " 

"The  Ridi  Man's  RoadI"  Fleecer  frowned. 

Lan  t  you  see  that  m  the  papers?  " 

colTLd  c^H^ii!!"'  '*™"^°"^"  ^^""p^-^^ 

«t3I!mk^  ~""''  ^^^"    •™»  ^'-^  Georgia, 
ilicred  be  no  more  people  run  over." 

roure  a  smart  pair  I"  laughed  Jim.     "But 
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I? 


you  re  ovcriooking  the  big  bet  You  might  fdol 
them  with  that  protection  itufif,  but  how  would  you 
get  over  the  graft  yell?  " 

"There  wouldn't  be  any  I"  and  the  dear-eyed 
Cordelia  turned  to  him  in  wonder.  "  If  Georgia 
and  1  got  up  an  Isis  Club  petition,  signed  by  all  the 
society  ladies  of  the  state,  they  couldn't  possibly  make 
so  untrue  a  charge  I  " 

"  Wouldn't  it  be  glorious  I "  enthused  Georgia,  her 
eyes  sparkling.  "  Surely.  Jim,  you  and  the  Colonel 
can  get  hold  of  the  canal  someway.'* 

"  The  boys  have  been  trying  it  for  years.  The  In- 
land Transportation  Company  was  the  nearest  they 
could  get  to  it  — and  that's  only  a  cheap  imitation. 
Boss,  I  think  you  had  better  have  the  Colonel  veto 
that  bill." 

"Are  you  interested  in  the  Inland  Transporta- 
tion Company?"  asked  CordeHa,  with  a  speculative 
glance. 

"Oh,  I  was;  but  I'm  willing  to  drop  it  Your 
plan's  so  much  bigger." 

"  I'm  afraid  the  Colonel  is  very  eamesdy  decided 
on  the  Hoggswordi  Bill,"  worried  Cordelia. 

"  You  puzzle  over  Article  Three  and  show  him 
the  bunk  in  it"  Fleecer  chuckled.  "Then  go  right 
ahead  with  your  Isis  Club  petition  and  let  me  frame 
a  speedway  bill." 

"  Oh,  thank  you  I  "  There  were  still  three  weeks 
before  the  first  I 

"  Isn't  it  splendid  I  "  cheered  Georgia.  Cordelia 
had  three  weeks  I 
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"A  conspicuous  personal  achievement! "    And 
Jim  Fleecer  snorted. 

♦     ♦     ♦ 

in  V^T"  j"  ^f'y  ""^  abused,"  confided  Cordelia. 
Seakfa«r  ^'^  ^"^'"^  ^^  ^'"*"  ^°'' 

eternal  freshness.     "  However,   Cordelia.  teU  me 
your  troubles  and  lUl  slay  your  iagon" 

Its  my  speedway,"  she  inawered,  with  a  prettv 
^c  pout.     «  These  old  politicians  a're  stealing  .^S^ 

"  I  don't  see  much  stealing.  The  biU  which  I  am 
to  sign  diis  afternoon  -wiU  save  the  state  a  lot  of 
money,  while  to  drain  the  canal  and  asphalt  it  would 
wmost  bankrupt  the  state." 

"How  much  would  it  cost? "  asked  the  practical 
Cordelia  preparing  herself  to  absorb  the  figures. 

^^  Not  less  than  fifty  miUion  doUaw.  I  should  say." 

^^     That  isn  t  so  much,"  she  immediately  argued  — 

not  for  a  big,  rich  state  like  this.     Don't  diey  issue 

bonds  or  somrthmg  to  cover  the  cost  of  such  worth- 

while  unprovements  ?  " 

"Well,  yes,"  hesitated  the  Colonel.     " We  al- 

«  L  ^""^^  ^'^^  ^'*^  h°"ded  indebtedness." 
H-  .^  »  ^*«5e':"y»  that's  a  sign  of  prosperous  ac 
tivity,"  mused  Cordelia  with  a  smile  of  amusement 
Which  met  no  answering  gleam.  "  Watt,  I  am  verv 
seriously  mterested  in  diis  speedway.  I  d,i„k  it 
would  be  a  wonderful  diing  for  the  people -and 
1  ve  been  looking  up  some  figures." 
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"  My  dear  Cordelia,"  snuled  the  Colonel  indul- 
gently, **  dut  pretty  head  was  not  meant  for  fig- 
ures." 

Cordelia's  eyes  narrowed  a  trifle,  but  she  smiled 
and  dimpled  to  conceal  her  annoyance. 

"  There  must  be  nearly  fifty  thousand  automobiles 
in  the  cities  and  towns  bordering  on  die  canal;  and 
every  single  automobileK>wner  would  g^dly  pay  a 
fifty-dollar  speedway  license.  How  much  a  year 
would  that  amount  to?" 

The  Colonel,  widi  a  surprised  glance  at  her,  did 
die  figuring. 

"  Two  and  a  half  million  dollars." 

"  Very  well,  then  I  "  she  triumphed.  "  In  twenty 
years  the  auto-owners  diemselves  would  pay  off  your 
bonds.  Meantime  the  state  could  rent  die  banks  of 
die  speedway,  which  are  now  used  for  mide  trades. 
They  could  be  rented  for  roadhouses  and  supply 
garages,  and  oh  I  all  sorts  of  things  —  and  die  rent 
should  pay  the  interest  on  die  bonds." 

The  Colonel  blinked.  Constructive  imag^ation 
was  a  tiling  he  could  never  comprehend. 

"  My  dear,  you  are  a  marvel  I "  he  said  in  awe. 
"  However,  a  project  like  this  is  always  looked  at 
askance  in  politics." 

"  That  depends  on  who  wants  it  done,"  she  urged. 
*'  If  some  of  your  old  politicians  go  at  it,  of  course 
die  voters  will  be  suspicious.  They  have  a  right  to 
be.  But  if  all  the  society  ladies  of  die  state  petition 
die  legislature  to  do  this,  so  we  can  furnish  the  poor 
people  with  fifty  million  dollars'  worth  of  labor  and 
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dilating.  repeated,  his  thin  nostril. 

^^  nat .  what  die  Hoggm)rdi  Bill  pcnnits  diem  to 
The  Colonel  looked  at  her  forgivingly. 

u  l"  ^i"*'  '^^'^  *^  "«!»»  to  say."  attreeJ  C^^A^r 
but  I  BtudtVH  fh«  k:ii  ^\  "greea  Lordeha; 

Kead  Article  Three  1 "    Thus  Cordelia  wfdy, 
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with  t  tuppretted  tmile  lurking  at  the  comen  of  her 

red  lips. 

«    *    * 

There  were  loud  cries  of  anguish  from  every 
quarter  of  the  political  compass,  and  die  reverbera- 
tions centered  in  die  office  of  Jim  Fleecer.  State 
Senator  Allen  G.  Ho^;sworth  was  the  shrillest  suf- 
ferer of  all.  He  was  a  lumpy-minded  man  widi  a 
pear-shaped  face,  and  he  utilized  all  Jim  Fleecer's 
ear  space  in  the  expression  of  his  m&d  agony. 

"  Vetoed  ii !  "  he  blasphemed.  *'  I  didn't  suppose 
the  old  boy  had  brains  enough  to  catch  the  real 
golden  text  in  my  bilL  Somebody  pointed  it  out  to 
him!" 

"  That's  what  happened,"  chuckled  Fleecer.  "  A 
certain  party  who  was  in  on  the  whole  frume>up 
slipped  the  Colonel  the  glad  news.  Isn't  he  the  old 
sixteen-inch  cannon  when  he  gets  in  acdonl  " 

"  I  thou^t  it  was  the  arsenal  went  up  I  "  corrob- 
orated Hoggswordi.  "  He  slammed  dut  bill  bade 
widi  a  veto  the  second  there  w:;s  anybody  there  to 
take  it  Three  minutes  afterward  he  met  me  in  the 
lobby  and  called  me  a  thief.  It's  a  wonder  I  didn't 
punch  hira  1 " 

"  It's  no  wonder  to  me,"  grinned  Fleecer.  "  No- 
body ever  thinks  about  punching  the  Colonel  until 
after  he's  gone  away.  I'm  strong  for  Watterson 
Blossom  I    I  wish  he  belonged  to  my  party." 

"  I'll  give  you  a  guaranteed  tide  to  my  share  of 
him!"  offered  Hoggswordi  savagely.  '*What  I 
want  to  know  is.  Who  put  the  Colonel  wise?  " 
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Wo;  H^Xoltu^rd  r  re- 
lief.        "°8K»^orth  laughed  hit  thorough  unbe- 

"  I  wpposc  so  I  »  he  scorned.    «  Whoevi-r  A' a  u 

ca  ror  pastmg  a  canal  into  a  bankbook  " 
It  wasn't  so  good,"  counseled  Fleecer*  "  W. 
had  to  grade  and  ballast  that  old  be^  h^'t  ^* 
•elves,  and  fuss  round  widi  Z  rlli  k  t"^.  ""• 
and  keep  the  canal  in  re^lJr  t  ^^  ."^  '"C' ' 
one  of  the  reasons  I  had  a  friend  teU  ^h!^  i      ,    ' 

da^Sl^r  ^^"^  'o^^-^  «  the  b^  .I.H 

belief.    *^  ^"^  ^    ^"  P~^'«d  in  shocked  di- 

;;rra  the  boyi"  boasted  Fleecer. 

j-^no.it;S2^l^^^^ 

pic  with'S;  en'^^e'tal '''"^''  "^^  "^"^^«»  P- 
;;Why?»  gasped  the  senator, 
weu,  for  one  reason,  because  then.  »«.  ..    ^ 

lieve  it  was  <^^«  ^Ji.  ^"*^*^''  ^  ^^a^e  reason  to  be- 
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have  the  ittte  balltst  tfat  benn-baiiks  and  make  tw  a 
present  of  diem.'* 

"This  is  no  joking  matter,"  persisted  Senator 
Hoggswordi  widi  considerable  heat  "Why  did 
you,  at  die  last  minute,  spike  this  bill?" 

"  Because  I  am  a  ladies'  man  1 "  explained  Fleecer 
suavely.  "  I  had  a  belated  hint  that  certain  society 
favorites  wished  to  drain  the  canal  and  turn  it  into 
a  poppy-lined  automobile  speedway  I  " 


I 


"What  a  splendid  campaign  Mrs.  Longmere 
Pierce  is  making  I "  observed  Georgia  Fleecer  to  the 
president  of  die  Rushport  Isis  Club  as  they  stood  by 
the  frescoed  Nile. 

"  Isn't  she  I  "  agreed  the  knobby  Mrs.  Shreeves, 
glandng  to  where  the  calm  and  dimpling  Cordelia 
Blossom  stood  en  tableau  on  the  dais  widi  the  state 
president  "  She  is  extremely  ambitious  —  but  a 
charming  woman." 

"  So  very  delightful!  "  supplemented  Georgia  en- 
thusiastically. "  Mrs.  Blossom,  as  president  of  our 
local  branch,  gave  her  a  most  unique  entertainment 
when  she  was  campaigning  in  our  dty.  Cordelia  is 
such  an  earnest  Isis  Club  woricer." 

"  So  I  have  heard,"  acknowledged  Mrs.  Shreeves. 
"  She's  of  an  extremely  old  family,  I  believe?  " 

"The  Whitchetts,  of  Baltimore!"  proudly  as- 
serted Georgia.  "  She  accomplished  wonders  for  ui 
before  Colonel  Blossom  became  governor  and  took 
her  away  from  us  to  die  state  capital." 

"  What  a  picturesque  stand  Mayor  Blossom  took 
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When  he  defied  die  state  militia  I"  Mn.  Shreevei 

derfij  wom«l    She  tor.  do™  dl  our  .ily'T 

m«n  and  org«uzed  the  immeiue  Feilure  F.m™ 
SpI  \wr-1,""7  *^  -•"■*  require  le7d.7 

ran.  Mreerefc  A  aecond  term  makes  her  elisible 
for  office  u  the  National  Federation  ^'n^ 
4«.«e„er«mp«g„thanthi^"    "•    *'"*"'' 

oJ^  'CteSy"""  ""^  """"»«*"  -"«•«« 
Mra.Shreevea,  dropping  her  maik  for  a. econd     A. 

1  cJS;^«^r  ''•^ '"  • """'  "^^  -i^ 

"A  conspicuoue  personal  achievement  is  the  r«. 
That,  what  made  Cordelia  so  popular  with  «." 
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"  Oh,  the  would  never  ctunptignl  **  denied  Geop> 
gia  instantly.  "  Cordelia  would  never  even  dream 
of  accepting  a  nomination  unlets  it  were  forced  on 
her  I  Besides,  she  is  campaigning  for  Mrs.  Long- 
mere  Pierce." 

Ten  minutes  later,  Mrs.  ^reeves,  having  passed 
die  visiting  member  on  among  the  local  ladies,  over> 
heard  her  saying  to  Mrs.  Judson: 

"  Cordelia  Blossom  has  always  been  noted  for  her 
conspicuous  personal  achievements." 

Mrs.  Longmere  Pierce  was  drculating  among  the 
members  widi  feverish  activity,  but  wherever  she 
went  she  kept  a  furtive  eye  on  Cordelia  Blossom. 

"  So  delighted  to  meet  you  again !  "  was  her  in- 
variable form  of  greeting,  and  diis  was  accompaiued 
by  a  handshake  as  near  like  that  of  a  politician  as  she 
could  make  it.  "  Of  course  you  know  what  I  want, 
Mrs.  Judson.  I  want  you  to  vote  for  me  for  state 
president." 

"  It  has  become  a  pleasant  habit,"  laughed  Mrs. 
Judson.  "Are  there  any  other  candidates  in  die 
field?" 

"  None  that  I  know  of,"  smiled  Mrs.  Longmere 
Pierce,  sternly  repressing  a  glance  at  Cordelia. 
"  What  a  delightful  gathering  this  is!  " 

"  So  many  distinguished  visitors,"  explained  Mrs. 
Judson.  "  Mrs.  Blossom,  in  particular,  is  such  an 
active  Isis  Club  worker." 

"Isn't  she  unusual  I"  gushed  Mrs.  Longmere 
I^erce.  "  So  energetic  and  so  clever  1 "  And  she 
had  nn  excuse  to  glance  over  to  ^ere  Cordelia 
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wtf  delighting  the  oldest  member.    "  She  seldom 

"We're  all  wondering  what  it  can  be,"  lauohed 

k^^v      ;^«lS?°'^»*^bcst«,;ni„g5^e« 
it  comes.    Everybody  liJcesCordcUaBloswm!" 

Pi.r^^'u'^^u  r^»^o"»»"  wid  Mrs.  Longmere 
Kerce ;     but  she  has  a  most  attractive  persoS^" 

lIlTT  ^•**'.^"-  J"^«>»  ove?hea^;. 
Lonrnere  Pierce  saying  to  Mrs.  Betherly : 

Cordcha  seldom  visits  among  the  dubs  unless 

«  T    ,  "®'"*  "*^  movement  afoot" 

Bin..!"*  *^»\ delightful  gadieringi"  Cordelia 

here  on^'j;;  ? '"™-      i'"  -OK^-d  I  happened 
^L?.  I^n^ere  Pierce's  afternoon!    I'm 

goug  to  campnign  for  her.'* 

wiATi^^^^^'^'r  ?>««^««  'topped  the  social  hour 
withajpofherlitdepeari-handledgavel.  She  was 
unusually  proud  this  afternoon,  she'told  the  iX 
of  the  RuJiport  Isis  Club.    It  was  an  honor  too 

S^mI.  ^'^'  *^^  *"*  *^  ^^oducc  the  sute 
president  and  the  wife  of  the  governor  at  one  and 

?„„^ti""'^-  ^'  ^'^'  ^««"«d  in  such  dis. 
tonguwhed  company  and  quite  unworthy  to  hold 

this  graceful  speech  she  recognized  official  prece- 
dejjce  and  introduced  Mrs.  Lon^ere  Pierce^     ' 
Iht  ladies  applauded  franticaUy.    They  were  de. 
voted  adherents  and  admirer,  of  Mrs.  ul^^e^ 
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Piem  — trvy  OM— -M  they  testified  in  their  bamm- 
ing ftoet.  Wm  that  foim  an  advance  hint  or  an 
uxiiTidual  creation? 

Mnu  Longmere  Pierce  advanced  to  the  front  of 
the  daia  and  held  up  her  lorgnette  for  convenient 
•mphaaii.  She  was  frankly  campaigning  for  their 
votes,  she  laughingly  assured  them;  just  this  one 
more  time  and  she  would  be  satisfied  She  was  a 
lady  who  emphasised  a  great  deal  and  modulated 
her  voice  differently  for  each  word,  and  poised  on 
tiptoa  when  she  accented  her  remarks  widi  taps  of 
her  lorgnette  upon  her  pahn.  She  was  very  grateful 
to  the  hdiea  of  the  Isis  Qub  for  the  krge  measure 
of  popuhuity  which  had  been  hers  to  enjoy;  and 
she  begged  to  assure  the  good  ladies  of  Rushport 
that,  when  she  at  Ust  achieved  her  place  in  die  Na- 
tional Federation,  she  would  not  forget  their  stead* 
fast  loyalty  to  her. 

The  ladies  appkuded  frantically  when  she  resumed 
her  seat  Their  state  president  had  a  most  attnifr> 
tive  personality! 

Cordelia  Blossom  wu  so  very,  refreshing  in  her 
round<yed  simplicity  1  First  of  all,  she  demanded 
a  Chautauqua  salute  for  their  present  and  future 
state  president,  Mrs.  Longmere  Pierce.  Mrs.  Pierce 
was  a  presiding  officer  of  whom  they  might  well  feel 
proud,  and  Cordelia  apologized  to  Mrs.  Pierce  for 
having  intruded  on  her  afternoon  in  Rushport.  Mrs. 
Pierce,  however,  need  not  think  that,  because  of 
this  apology,  she  was  to  escape  further  intrusion,  for 
Cordelia  intended  to  follow  her  about  to  all  her  cam- 


Cifflpiigning  for  «  Friend         ^^ 
gj^^jj^enu.  p.,ti«l.riy  in  4««  dri«  lo,, 

•w  Mn.  Longmere  Pierce  .prcired  there  wu  ^ 

»l«,o«.  project  which  dw  ^a.  s  .at  ou  ,  -.D^.^ 
gangly  ,0  every  member  ri  ,1 .  Ul ,  r.JZ  hW 
««  «  Muming  that  it  could  !  e  rc«,  td  ..     Z 

^Jj""""^  Cordeli.  exphined  the  Stete  Speed- 

J""*  yPl*?"*  »"  lij«»rictll  The  Itdie.  felrlT 
*2«I«J  -ndi  each  other  to  lign  the  dewISrf^! 
P«^,  but  CrdeK.  ..,«,  J^  »^TmS^ 

♦    ♦    • 

.   No  propowd  public  rniprovcment  wtt  ever  m««» 
^m  pubhc  «t  l.,ge  took  kindly  to  the  id«  oi 

v^«„  .^  Mr.  Wy,,y  jviilc,  of  New  York,  the 
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luilf<ynictl  tdmirttion;  and  Cltrt  Pikyane,  Cor- 
delia's ancient  enemy,  introduced  a  resolution  in 
Cordelia's  home  club  to  engross  a  vote  of  congratu- 
lation to  their  beloved  ex-leader  on  this  her  most  con- 
spicuous personal  achievement. 

Meanwhile  the  petition  grew  and  grew,  and  ladies 
who  had  been  heretofore  neglectful  of  tiieir  .oppor- 
tunities clambered  to  join  the  Isis  Club  in  order  to 
enroll  themselves.  It  was  understood  that  the  gov- 
ernor's wife  meant  to  interest  herself  in  having  an 
immense  memorial  tablet  at  the  head  of  die  speed- 
way, carved  mth  die  insignia  of  the  Isis  Qub  and 
with  the  names  of  all  the  ladies  who  had  been  initm- 
mental  in  securing  this  great  public  boon.  It  was 
understood,  furthennore,  diat  if  the  governor's  irife 
interested  herself  in  anything  it  was  as  good  as  done. 

What  a  wonderful  woman  Cordelia  Blossom  wast 
How  publio^piritedl  How  resourceful!  How 
clever  I  How  energetic  1  How  prolific  in  conspicu- 
ous personal  adiievementl  Every  Isis  Club  mem- 
ber adcnowledged  all  diese  things  and  marveled  at 
tiieml 

She  was  not  one  merely  to  mail  the  petiti<ms  to  the 
various  dubs  and  leave  ^em  to  be  signed  haphazard. 
Not  by  any  means  1  Accompanied  by  her  friend, 
Georgia  Fleecer,  who  had  a  most  engaging  person- 
ality, she  lasited  every  Isis  Qub  in  the  state,  whetiier 
on  the  canal  or  not,  to  present  the  petition  in  person, 
sometimes  visiting  two  and  three  in  one  day.  Why, 
she  traveled  in  a  special  car  and  arranged  her  sched- 
ule like  a  grand  tour  of  die  President  of  the  United 
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Stttetl    It  was  most  thrilling,  and  it  save  th«  T.J. 

.m-j.  r^  met  Cordelu't  train  whh  bran  band, 
"d  w,A  long  jtring,  of  ,«omobiI«  deA."  ZT 
wiA  AmencM  flag.  „d  the  color,  of  the  I^  a»h 
«d  inth  Cordeli,'.  f,„rite  red  poppT4     W«„^ 
it  perfectly  .tumringi  "  PoPP'ee.     Watnt 

And  iram't  it  „blime  in  the  bu.y  CordeUa  ■!«.„ 

^  rr?-  ^^    r  "*"*"«  '  per«>nality  ..  to 
™«e  her  an  ideal  repre«nt«ti«  of  the  «at.l 

^nteJor..  i.  h„  M„,f.    Wd^^**!:^* 
daj™  of  her  .«ap.ign.  whid,  w,.  in  „ch  eonSlt 

»  m^  ^"^  "'  9^^  »  «««>»  her«If  with 
•0  much  enthnnam  into  Mr..  Lonamere  KewJ^. 
campaign;  but.  after  iH  .J.,  k^j^  .  "'  * 
of  «m».:--°    ^     „  '.     J'  ■•^  »»  0"e  thought 

a^ra.  Longmere  Pierce  had  a  n»>M  attractive 
P«»~hty ;  but  .o  had  Cordelia,  who  wa.  of "^r 

wl«  Tf  A.  Tf"  ?*••""«  "P-^tative  of  the 
w«na  of  the  .late,  m  every  way.    Beride,  all  thi^ 

you  heanl  that  .t  wa.  Cordelia  who  inapired  that"* 
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bk  utteraooe  of  her  dittinguithed  husband: "  StraIl|^ 
en  dull  not  butcher  my  people  "  ? 
What  had  Mrs.  Longmere  Pierce  ever  done? 


Jim  Fleecer  met  hit  wife  and  Cordelia  Blossom 
widi  grinning  enthusiasm  at  the  dose  of  their  grand 
tour,  which  had  been  arranged  to  wind  up  in  the 
home  town  where  Cordelia,  as  president  of  the  local 
Isis  Club,  had  won  such  endlcM  social  honors.  He 
even  helped  old  Aunt  Jemimy  down  from  the  special 
car  with  a  dirob  of  joy,  for  he  had  not  eaten  a  decent 
noodle  since  she  had  gone  with  Georgia. 

*'  Lord,  prls,  I  feel  like  Robinson  Crusoe  1 "  he 
sighed  as  he  tucked  the  robes  round  them  in  his  big 
machine.    "  How's  politics?  " 

"  Splendid!  *'  they  both  cried  with  eyes  snapping. 

"  Cordelia's  positively  the  most  popular  woman  in 
the  state !  '*  boasted  Georgia  happily. 

"  Georgia's  too  modest  to  tell  you  about  herself  I  " 
exulted  Cordelia.  "  She  has  made  herself  president 
of  the  local  Isis  Club!  Everybody  is  dead  in  love 
with  her! " 

"  Of  course  they  are ! "  heartily  agreed  Jim,  and 
scandalized  three  tittering  girls  on  the  sidewalk  by 
giving  his  wife  a  bearlike  hug  and  a  hearty  smack. 

*'The  petitions  are  closed  now,  Mr.  Fleecer," 
rattled  Cordelia  gayly.  "  Every  Isis  Club  member 
in  the  state,  almost,  lus  signed  it,  and  we  want  it  to 
go  before  the  legislature  on  Monday.  I  hope  you 
have  your  bill  ready?  " 
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A«\^^^°"?  l^'    ^*  ^  ^«  ^«»ed  up  and  in 
Good  I"  exclaimed  Cordelia.    **Th«.  ^kTuii 

faC'*  *'  *"'  »'  *«  I"'  Club  convention,  you 

"It  just  has  to  be  done  I" 

thaik'?»"^''''"°''^'''^'^«"PP<»««d.     Wasn't 

ing  h?ear*  '^1^''  ''""t'^  ^~'8"'  ^••k- 
«  V  •'^'  ^'"  "  '^^y  very  important!  " 

.      Y**".""'*  come  right  home  ,rith  uTto  th^^^l 

|j„  ™  ■"'^'-    "«  wont  even  stop  to  read 

ninl^«*l"&.^t  »<>"'«'"  conceded  Jim,  grin- 
Ta\u,u  ™?^,Ho88«'^orth  and  OUy  E^ 
~id  the  boy.  wdl  be  glad  to  hear  it;  but  that^"t 
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help  any.  Legislative  railroading  iin*t  geared  so 
fatt." 

Cordelia  was  nonplused  and  distressed  for  about 
one  minute. 

*'  Then  it  simply  has  to  be  geared  up  I "  she  de> 
dded.  "  This  bill  must  be  a  law  on  the  very  day  of 
the  Isis  Club  convention,  and  you  and  Watt  have  to 
see  to  it  —  that's  all  1    We've  done  our  part" 

"  All  right,  Boss  I  "  agreed  Jim,  but  without  much 
animation. 

He  was  silent  for  the  rest  of  the  drive  and  silent 
after  diey  had  arrived  at  home.  He  locked  hun- 
self  in  his  den  the  minute  Aunt  Jemimy  headed  for 
the  kitchen.  It  was  about  five  minutes  before  dinner 
when  a  loud  whanging  on  a  never-used  Japanese  gong 
brought  die  women  running  to  his  most  sacred  sanc- 
tum. They  had  been  worried  during  this  intensely 
silent  hour,  but  now  they  were  laughing. 

"What  is  it?"  diey  demanded  breathlessly. 
"HowwUlyoudoit?" 

"  Simple  little  trick,"  said  Jim  nonchalantly.  "  Do 
you  suppose  die  Colonel  will  recall  his  veto  if  we 
make  your  fifty-million-dollar  Isis  Club  speedway  an 
amendment  to  the  Hoggsworth  Bill?  " 


The  radiant  Cordelia  found  Governor  Watter- 
son  Blossom  waidng  for  her  in  the  big  library  when 
she  came  home  on  the  night  of  die  first 

"  I  have  been  trying  to  get  you  by  'phone  since 
three  o'dodc  diis  afternoon,  my  dear,"  he  told  her  as 
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he  huided  her  wrapt  to  her  maiA    "Imstedh. 
be  the  ««  to  tdl  yo„  Ae  »««i ,«....      '™^  *• 

M him"  H.?  t*i  °'  J^J  ^»'" "  *«  «»ilrf  up 

*p.riSW    *"^  '^^  "■^'^  "<'  •■"  'y  «« 

r-i'^?*"    "•''    ''•"    tongmtuUted    yon."    At 
&k«d  w«,e  on  "  but  no  living  human  ^  could 

ner^lund.       Mjr  dear,  your  ,pe«i«y  biU  i,  now  a 
,  "'"'?»'' JO".  Watt  I"  the  deUghtediT  r«li«l 

^t^mendou.  triumph  for  met    WehaT^^ 
tr^dy  ammah«I  «.«on  tOHUgfct-and   I^J 

Clubj.    Theofficejmrimplyfon^donme." 
J  JL     /?^  "''  ""^  P"""'  I  "n  of  your  tncceu  " 

a^nc.^'KJent-l-^rST  '^^^- 
f«-ji       «v    ■"'*^*"'y-     He  smiled  down  at  her 

"  WeU,  there  i.  Mill  the  National  Federation." 
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IT  was  satirical  Mrs.  Wyley  Miles  who  started  the 
applause. 

"Who  is  the  silver-voiced  wonder  from  out  of 
the  West?"  inii)uired  the  lady  who  was  languidly 
flapping  herself  with  a  big  feather  fan.  "  I've  never 
heard  of  her." 

"  You  will,  my  dear,"  returned  Mrs.  Wyley  Miles, 
watching  the  silver-voiced  wonder  with  approvaL 

"  Cordelia  Blossom,"  read  die  languid  lady,  con* 
suiting  her  banquet  card,  which  was  embossed  with 
the  blue  sphinx  sacred  to  the  National  Federation  of 
Isis  Clubs.     "  She's  a  pretty  little  thing." 

The  grim  old  social  dictator,  whose  favor,  like  a 
king's,  meant  security,  smiled  with  a  queer  little 
twinkle  in  her  shrewd  eyes. 

"  It  protects  her  cleverness,"  she  replied.  "  Cor- 
delia was  a  Baltimore  Whichett  before  she  married 
Governor  Watterson  Blossom." 

"How  interesting,"  murmured  she  of  the  fan. 
She  glanced  superciliously  down  the  row  of  thought- 
fully gowned  ladies  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  taUe, 
until  her  gray  gaze  came  once  more  to  rest  upon  the 
round-eyed  Cordelia,  still  flushed  from  the  triumph 
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twifc  Mr.  Wyley  Ma«  ^.H^^'^.,  ^.. 
ro«^.»'''"*'  ■""'  """^  »  P.«  of  th.  ^ 

'Mional  month  in  Am^^vT  •  '^fi^  '""»'"«<!  "n  oc- 

M«  Wvl«  v?^i       V""""  »««"•.  iii't  it?  •• 

of  h^^Urf  1„"«  Tv"''  *'  «•«  *«  "">■<=  0"« 
fk-  I.  J-     c  /    ."  "'"'•'  """"  >o  much.    WI,,- 

Wylqr  Rf  ,k,  moved  over  to  Cordelia. 

«rvrf  "^^'ii;!',?' ""'■  T  ^'""••"  •••«  «"cio«dy  ob- 
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Cordelia  felt  her  heart  thump.    Her  hovr  oi 
.  triumph  was  at  hand.    Her  round  eyes,  however, 
were  perfectly  void  of  anything  but  the  most  infantile 
guilelesineu. 

"  Neither,  I'm  afraid,"  the  laughed.  "  If  I  have 
many  more  homes  I  shan't  have  any." 

"  Nonsense.  We  must  have  you  with  us  in  the 
East.    You're  to  be  our  next  National  President  I  '* 

Cordelia  became  suddenly  aware  diat  the  banquet 
hall  was  a  kaleidoscopic  maze  of  gayly  tinted  cos- 
tumes: blue,  green,  yellow,  red.  The  lights  were 
dazzling,  and  she  caught  the  flash  of  a  thousand 
jewels  I  She  had  been  two  patient  years  reaching 
this  point,  and  now  die  dimples  sprang  into  her 
prettily  flushed  cheeks. 

"  Do  you  think  so?  "  she  returned,  in  a  tone  which 
might  mean  anything  from  polite  denial  to  eager- 
ness. 

Mrs.  Wylcy  Miles,  far  too  keen  of  penetration  to 
be  deceived  by  that  elaborate  carelessness,  merely 
laughed  and  passed  on. 

Georgia  Fleecer's  eyes  were  dancing. 

"You'd  love  Washington,  Cordelia  1"  she  whis- 
pered. 

"  I've  always  thought  so."  The  light  of  construc- 
tive speculation  was  already  in  her  round  eyes. 
Colonel  Blossom  was  planning,  with  much  hunger, 
to  return  to  their  home  city  immediately  on  the  ex- 
piration of  his  term  as  governor.  "  However,  I'd 
hever  be  selfish  enough  to  want  to  come  unless  Watt's 
political  ambitions  should  bring  him  here." 
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TIw  PKtident  of  the  Peook'i  fi<m„-.  r- 
•  "  «oJ.eIp.«„w"  "^      "*  *•  b™.queneM  of 

^.-.  of  on.  who  di.^,  dCL  t^S't^'.S 

"A  little  more  than  the  usual.  I  think  ««•*«  » 
Fleecer  .praddled  hi.  W  le«  a,trSl  .^?  "°^^^^ 
drew  himself  up  to  the  desk.  "I  '.l-  ^*'V"*^ 
•trangle-hold  campaign!"  '  *  *"*"«  '°  *»*  « 

Xl;?  \ .    .  *"*^  Paper-knif e ;  this  by  wav  of  *m. 
pnasizmg  his  thorouah  ease      "  T«  /\^\lL     *"■ 

Electric  don't  care  a  ho^T;  a       •  ^^^'  *^*  ^~P^«'» 
Tim  171.  V^^         °*  "  *«'*  "  a  campaifln  " 

rcopie  s  Uectnc  u  thnittgh  with  grtft." 
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Prctident  Horton  had  great  joy  in  the  ttatiment. 
"  It  hat  been  bled,  and  milked,  and  •kilccd  to  a  lare- 
ye-well,  and  here's  where  it  steps  out  of  politics.** 

Mr.  Fleecer  gazed  on  his  onetime  comrade  and 
co-worker  more  in  pity  than  in  anger. 

"  Why,  you  poor  pod  I    Who  made  you  ?  *' 

••Politics,**  calmly  replied  Mr.  Horton.  'Tm 
giving  you  the  correct  answer  so  you  won*t  have  a 
chance  to  spring  it  yourself.  However,  we*ve  paid 
for  our  nuking,  and  the  receipts  are  the  yellow- 
leather  li|w  books.** 

••Oh,  diat's  why  you  wekh?**  and  Mr.  Fleecer 
now  knew  the  case  to  be  more  serious  than  he  had  at 
first  supposed.  "  You  were  a  jolly  little  pal  to  all 
the  boys  until  they  stuffed  the  state,  county  and  munic^ 
ipal  statutes  with  laws  and  ordinances  enouf^  to 
protect  you  for  the  next  million  years.** 

••  Something  like  that,"  grinned  Ed  Horton. 

Mr.  Fleecer  rose  to  his  full  angular  height  and 
looked  down  on  the  president  of  the  People*s  with 
the  attitude  of  a  stem  parent  about  to  deliver  a  chas- 
tisement. 

••  How  much  time  do  you  need  to  change  your 
mind?** 

'•  Not  a  second,**  stated  Horton  pleasantly.  '•  Go 
right  uhead  and  shoot  off  your  popgun.  The  old 
style  of  politics  has  gone  out  The  initiative  and 
the  referendum,  to  say  nothing  of  the  recall,  are  on 
the  way,  and  they're  going  to  get  you.  Have  a 
cigar,  Jim?'* 
.  ••  Don't  care  if  I  do,"  accepted  Fleecer,  and  lit 
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Ae  perfecto.    "  It*,  too  bid  we  have  to  .oak  yo«, 
and  protect  your  neck."  *^ 

Lri^fl^K    i"  'Sf^^^^^  •"**  •«^«<J  back  in  Ae 
corner  to  hatch     Horton  wa.  the  fir.t  importin! 

erjf    HoT*'""  t^^  *rr«"*^  to  beco,!!^  X 
InhK.-  .   /    "  '^^  ^^  Pretident,  manager  and  sole 

fccat  Md  power  in  a  dozen  populous  dtiet.    Horton 

wai  .tUl  thinking  when,  at  the  ttation,  he  took  a  ce™ 

SLX"?!"*^-*"'?^  "^^  black^yed  Wyf^ 
the  Aree-forty  tram  and  tucked  her  into  the  limou- 

•"'.^^fn'^I^^'^-^yhtyhug.ndahe.rtyki... 

Well,  Tumpelly,  how't  Washington?"  he  hap. 
pUy  mquired  a.  they  .ped  up  the  aveJue.  ^ 

doetn  t  teem  hke  home  any  more."  and  she  snuggled 
omtentedly  .g.in.t  his  shoulder.    She  he.it"ed 
Cordeha  says  she  wouldn't  object  to  h'vinir  in  Waih. 

lead  him  there."    Then  she  waited. 

shade  of  busmesi  care  returned.  "  You'd  better  tell 
Cordelia  that  the  Colonel  ha«.'t  any  poliricTam^ 
bitions."  he  gravely  advised.  «  Politics  this  yearly 
no  place  for  innocent  bystanders;  it's  to  be  conducted 
from  behmd  die  bushes,  with  a  gun  in  each  hand" 
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"  Coraclia  is  certain  to  be  the  next  National  Preti- 
dent  of  the  Isis  Club,"  murmured  Georgia,  with  but 
faint  hope.  Jim  did  not  even  know  it  was  an  argu- 
ment    He  seemed  busy. 

♦     ♦     ♦ 

Governor  Watterson  Blossom,  stiff  and  erect  in  his 
black  Prince  Albert,  bent  low  over  the  hand  of  the 
charming  Cordelia  and  assisted  her  into  the  carriage 
behind  the  superbly  matched  grays. 
•  "  I  cannot  express  the  happiness  it  gives  me  to 
welcome  you  home,  my  dear,"  he  said  gallantly. 

"I've  missed  you  so  much.  Watt,"  she  returned 
with  a  gradousness  which  amounted  to  warmth.  "  I 
did  have  a  glorious  time  though.  Washington  al- 
ways seems  such  a  homelike  town." 

"  It  is  indeed  a  beautiful  city." 
Isn't  it! "  and  Cordelia's  tone  was  most  enthu- 
siastic.    "If  your  political  ambitions  should  ever 
necessitate  a  home  there  I  fancy  wt  should  be  quite 
content." 

"  It  is  extremely  unlikely,"  smiled  the  Colonel, 
amused  at  the  absurdity  of  the  suggestion.  "  My 
only  political  ambition  is  to  retire  from  politics.  At 
the  expiration  of  my  term  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  re- 
turn to  our  home  city,  to  our  friends,  our  books, 
and  the  quiet  life  of  gentlefolk." 

Cordelia  did  not  even  blink.  She  realized  that 
she  had  committed  an  error  of  speech,  but  it  was 
easy  of  repair. 

"  Of  course.  Watt  dear,  I  didn't  mean  that  you 
had  political  ambitions,"  she  carefully  corrected  her- 
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wif ;  "  but  the  pcopJe  have  fh*.«  (  ^^' 

your  high  .e„,e  ofTt?  weU^^^^^^^^  I  knov. 

»f  you  were  called  to Thrr  t  T^f  *°  ^*  '*»^*^  '''« 

.h,dr "  ""'  "''"  ■"»»  *«  cSotcI  like  .  g,., 

" That i, quite trat" S^HM-  ?"''-."«'"'"'- 
"  But,  Watt,  that  rbicauLt    ..'"'"'''  "'"">  «"■• 
qnalitie,  of  Itateimlnf?    °  «?»?«"«  who  have  the 

«d  a  high  ,en«  oTdt^'no  t*"*  ■■"^'«"'^' '-»' 
*eir  private  inte,^  ,«T;  Z      '^  f"  *"  '«"«« 

If  M,^  WyCMU« 'eo*  dS  '  T;^" 
earnestness  with  whieh  o3  r  ""*  ""  '^"t 

ddiote  of  an  ««^!^,^"f''''  """"^^  *«  mo« 

her  deten>ii„,ti„„  to  nuke  ComI^'I '"""'«' '" 
head  of  the  I,i,  CIuIm  *'"  **  '"P«">e 

4'Sttm:  ir  *r "« ■»<•  --J  *«« 

he  Wredatedr  J;ri^7*«S/"'' '"  '-^'■"'  " 
cance.  »«:verity  of  their  personal  signifi. 

conltT  "'"^'  '^""'^  -^  ^o  ^e  the  case."  he 

roulI^LTey'uT"^^^^  She  tu.ed  her     ' 

mendous  influence  fo?  ^^'a  •   ^^  ""^"^^  ^'  *  ^'«- 
Th..  r«i      iV  ^°°"  *"  the  senate " 

"If^t^u'.l'^^^'  ^"  »>«  brief 
If  duty  should  compel  „,e  to  become  a. ember 
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of  the  United  States  Senate  I  should  endeavor  to 
exert  such  an  bfluence." 

Thtt  very  afternoon  Cordelia  wrote  a  hasty  note 
to  her  friend,  Georgia  Fleecer: 

My  dearest  Georgia:  On  my  arrival  I  found  tn  invita^ 
tion  for  Mr».  Pikyune'«  usual  spring  affair,  and  of  course 
1  shall  see  my  dressmaker  immediately.  I  have  in  mind  a 
mauve  crepe  meteor  relieved  with  lavender.  I  did  so  want 
one  of  those  new  pastel  shades  brightened  with  crimson,  but 
I  deaded  that  I  am  not  dark  enough  for  it  Black  hair  and 
black  eyes  carry  the  combination  so  much  better! 

I  found  Watt  waiting  for  me  with  the  grays.  Of  course 
Ae  dear  Colonel  was  as  happy  to  see  me  as  I  was  to  see  him. 
I  was  surprised  to  discover  that  his  poUtical  ambitions  seem 
centered  on  the  Senate.  Wouldn't  it  be  queer  if  we  should 
have  a  place  in  Washington!  Do  write  me  what  you  wfll 
wear  at  Mrs.  Pikyune's  reception !  I'm  foirly  quivering  with 
curiosity  about  it  By-the-way,  I've  been  thinking  that  since 
you  won't  go  in  for  a  state  presidency,  you  might  like  a  chair- 
manship  on  one  of  the  important  committees  of  the  national 
club.    Write  me.    Yours  hastily, 

COKDBUA. 

By  return  mail  Cordelia  received  this  letter  from 
Georgia : 

My  dearest  Cordelia:  What  a  strange  coincidence! 
When  your  letter  came  I  had  just  about  decided  on  fawn 
and  ermine  for  Mrs.  Pikyune's  reception.  What  a  tan- 
todizing  thought  that  was  about  the  national  chairmanship! 
It  would  take  me  to  Washington  so  often!  But  Jim  says 
he  doesn't  see  how  lie  could  let  me  go. 
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«r8  were  maintained.    She  knew  that-  r«.Ji  i* 

n.^,?"*  I"  °°  dep«.d«ce  to  be  placed  on  lim 
Reecer  m  4„  p,rt,eul.r  ca«I    Corfelia  °U^ 

c^.     o^  *"■•    *«  remarked,  "how  an  lln!..A 
State.  Senatort  appointed?"  '«"'««  United 

•     •     • 
"  You'd  think  this  va<  a  funenl "  .»^i.j  r- 
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iaiators  with  a  trace  of  impatience    "  Why  don't 
•omebody  uy  something?  " 

"  For  the  same  reason  Judge  Stamp  didn't  explain 
his  auto  accident,"  repUed  Representative  Bingham, 
whose  yeUow  whiskers  had  whitened  in  the  adroit 
de'S"  ^*    ~n»t»t«cnts.    "The   Judge    was 

"  I'm  not  willing  to  concede  that  we're  all  dead 
ones,  put  in  State  Senator  Curt,  a  smaU,  dry  man 
who,  by  long  practice,  could  whisper  effectively  the 
.?^,*'^  *  corridor.  "  But  you  handed  us  a  ter- 
rific jolt,  Jim.  Ed  Horton  has  been  the  parent  stem 
of  the  campaign  /und  for  many  a  year.  We've 
merely  added  mOre  or  less  branches  to  hun  as  the 
times  varied.'* 

That's  history,"  retorted  the  hard-jawed  Flee- 


«t  ' 


cer. 


I  didn't  take  a  three-hour  train  ride  to  mourn. 
What  I  want  is  some  way  to  spank  Horton,  .-^nd  lead 
him  back,  sobbing,  into  the  party  fold.  Haven't  you 
anything  up  your  sleeve,  Jones  ?  " 

Plain  Joe  Jones,  a  shapelessly  heavy  person  who 
wore  low  turn-down  collars  and  ready-tied  plaid 
cravats,  shook  his  head  and  moved  into  the  comer 
o.  the  little  caf6  sitting-room.  He  seemed  singu- 
larly restless  and  ill  at  ease. 

"  Trouble  is,  we've  sewed  ourselves  up,"  speculated 
Howell  Daniels,  a  state  senator  who  ran  to  exclusive 
haberdashery  and  spotless  linen.  He  must  have 
had  some  unassailable  qualities,  because  he  had 
been  continuously  elected  in  spite  of  his  parted 
goatee.     "We've    been    so    maudlin    m\th    »«*;. 


maudlin    with    grati- 
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""•' We m?2"'  """'r  r*^«  ^'^'  ^'  ^'  ™t.." 
vve  might  repeal  a  few  gifts."    Binffham  how 

hro  month,  before  he  dedded  to  h.„d  up  ie  bo^" 
Jone^  can't  you  think  of  .omething?  "  '^ 

mo^^°"™r  ?~'''''  *~'' ''» ''"d  moodilt  „d 
moved  over  to  the  end  of  die  table     H,  l>.j      . 

whJ^  °t  T'  "."•  J"'"  ^'"^  "■■•ply  ordered 

Jpnet,  already  .tatting  to  do  dut  v.ry  thine  hun» 

Wat  on  a  wardrobe  doorknob.  *        * 

TBua  metamorphosed,   Plain  Joe   lone,  beiran 

watting  up  and  down  the  room.     Before   he  £3 

Se  hTad  o'f  r  "'«''■«»."?'■''''  and  busine,,- 
th^..7rin-    !      ?"'''  •'»P«'«»-    He  wa.  one  of 

Srfco'atr  ""'°"™"''  ^»  """»'  «'"*  -i* 

nolS"*??^    commission,"    he    suddenly    an- 
nounced.       The  reservoirs  for  Ac  new  anil  s^ 
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tern  hold  over  a  hundred  thousand  hone-power  more 
than  we  need." 

The  litde  dry  Curt,  who  was  the  quickest  thicker 
among  riiem  all,  gave  a  prolonged  low  whisde; 
whereon  Jim  Fleecer,  who  had  been  sitting  on  the 
foot  of  the  bed,  rose  suddenly  and  leaned  against  the 
mantelpiece,  grinning  as  he  turned  something  over 
m  his  mind. 

"  What  about  it?  "  asked  Daniels,  who  was  not  so 
slow  of  mind  as  he  was  cautious. 

"  Turn  it  into  electricity."  Jones  was  stiU  walk- 
Mg  up  and  down  with  his  hands  behind  him.  "  We 
can  supply  all  the  current  used  in  the  state  at  about 
one-half  its  present  cost  to  consumers." 

There  was  a  long  silence,  in  which  the  five  ex- 
perienced  statesmen  then  present  considered  joyously 
what  this  would  do  to  the  People's  Electric  and  its 
aUied  companies.  Little  dry  Curt  was  the  first  to 
break  the  appreciative  pause. 

«<  t"  ^**'*  *  ^'''''''  "  ^^  declared  in  tones  of  awe. 
Its  good  enough  to  go  to  Horton  with  just  as  it 
stands." 

"Not  on  your  life  I  "  Fleecer's  heavy  jaw  pro- 
tnidmg.  "Horton  isn't  to  be  bluffed;  he's  to  be 
spanked.     We'll  introduce  the  bill  I  " 

"  It  might  not  be  such  a  bad  one  to  pass,"  figured 
Howell  Daniels,  parting  his  goatee  thoughtfully. 

It  would  mvolve  the  handling  of  several  millions 
and  the  disposal  of  a  raft  of  good  jobs." 

A  big  thing  like  that  is  hard  to  handle  when  it  gets 
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into  politic    It',  too  big  «  urget,  Md  the  control 

tion.    We'll  bnng  this  biU  to  a  reading,  waie  Hor- 
IS-^'P-""?  '^V  ^'"'^'  »"^  kill  mTh 

Horton  «  stroke  of  apoplexy  ?  " 

♦     ♦     ♦ 

The  Reservoir  Electric  Bill  was  the  greatest  in- 
vention  of  the  agel  Even  its  sponsors  werfsur- 
-•11  ru"u  '^""'^'^-^t  the  mad  enthusiasm 
with  which  the  populace  acclaimed  it  In  the  rcser- 
voirs  of  the  new  canal  system  lay  an  idle  giant,  ready, 
on  the  passage  0   this  bill,  to  light  eve^  home  and 

Why  al  ow  all  this  power  to  go  to  waste  ?  Why  not 
turn  It  to  pubhc  use?  Great  was  the  thought,  and 
ff-eat  was  the  mind  of  the  man  who  conceived  it  I 

fn!"  /u"^  ?"'  *^"y  °^  ^*  ^'8  '^"d^n"  which 
amiounced  the  gigantic  plan,  letters  from  all  over  the 
oppressed  state  began  pouring  in  on  every  senator 
*  K  "P*"*""'"*^*-  The  master.framer  of  bills, 
who  had  for  so  many  years  evolved  sentences  read- 
able  m  six  ways,  could  pride  himself  upon  havinjr 
^ZuT^  "««ht  the  public  fancy.  Such  a  success  ' 
would  have  pleased  a  song  writer  forever,  but  it  did 

Neither  did  it  please  Representative  Plain  Joe  Tones, 
nor  State  Senators  Daniels  and  Curt,  nor  Jim  Flee! 

the  People's  Electric  Company! 
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Horton  s  eye  had  no  more  than  caught  the  head, 
hnei  than,  with  hit  mouth  fiUl  of  muffin,  he  rudied 
to  the  telephone  and  chokingly  caUed  for  Jim  Flee- 
cera  number. 

ell'ed°'  ^*  '°''*  **^  ^"'*'  ""  °^  ^^  dog  I"  he 

"  Nice  Towscr,  iM»t  be?  "  returned  Jim.  who  had 

hii  napkm  in  hit  hand  and  had  been  enjoving  a  very 

hearty  breakfaat  indeed.     "  Pm  aome  busy  tOK^a^ 

week."''*'  to  tee  me  I  might  cail  round  next 

"  Stop  on  your  way  down  town  I "  urged  Horton. 
who  was  warm  and  moiit  "  I'm  anxious  about  the 
campaign. 

With  coy  reluctance  the  grinning  Fleecer  at  Ust 
consented  to  call  and  did  so,  and  brought  away  widi 
him  a  large  and  negotiable  inttabnent  of  Horton»s 
assurance  of  party  fealty.  Fleecer  thereupon  duly 
reported  this  interesting  circumstance  to  certain  ac- 
bvely  concerned  parties  in  the  state  capital,  and,  diree 
days  later,  he  went  up  to  see  them. 

elJlTr  Km  "11'°°^'"*  '^  "P.*°°  •*~"«  «^«>»*  A" 
electric  biU,    he  remonstrated,  surprised  to  find  his 

confreres  more  or  less  chalk-faced. 

"  Whooping  it  upl "  objected  Daniels,  who  was 
the  publiaty  mill.  "  Good  Lord,  Jim.  we  can't  stop 
It  I  The  public  8  crazy  about  it  I  We've  had  td  put 
on  extra  carriers  for  the  state  house  mail." 

"  It's  the  infernal  newspapers,"  dry  little  Curt  ' 
pointed  out.    "  They've  yeUcd  graft  about  every 
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"Aiide  from  that  there  isn't  a  manufacture-  or 

?W*  rUT"  ^.  '^^  "•'«  '^'^o  <J«««'^  want  Mia 
elec^.«l  bOl.  cut   „  half."  .dded  Bing.«m;  C 

rooni  m  his  Airtricevc^  said  nothing. 

a  ch..r  and  hghtinff  a  agar.  "  WeU,  we'll  ha^tS 
choke  ,t  wmc  way  or  other.  Horton  has  come 
acrow  fatter  than  ever,  .nd  dl  Jie  other  weak  .i?terl 
are  now  .trong  in  tile  ftid,.    The  thing  to  do  .to 

«  k'r^°  M^".?'"  P">n»Pdy  «dviied  Curt    "  The 
publ^  will  follow  the  biU  into  every  committee  ind 

dl^T'  T  T^^  P»«~«-holc.  dedc  drawer  and 
paSS!"  "^'^  ~^''  ''^P  ^""*""«  ^"  »^'» 

nril^y^rTi^"  *^°"'*^"  ^'^'^^  ^«~«r»  who.e 

SKI™  or      *"  ^^^^  ^***  ''**  ***  *'•**  **  ****"  ^y 

A,^^\'"  y?"'M  h«ve  an  entire  new  legieUture;  all 
dub.  whom  ,t  will  take  four  terms  to  round  up  «,d 
put  m  decent  working  diape,"  annooiced  Curt 

Fleecer  stood  up  by  hi.  chair.  .0  that  he  could 
bend  over  them.  It  was  quite  true  diat  the  good  old 
lucrative  profession  of  politics  had  faUen  on  parlous 
days,  widi  freak  new  ideas  of  govermnent  sweeping 
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the  country;  but  thit  wu  no  timt  for  whimptN 
uig.  •^ 

"You're  the  rankest  bunch  of  quitters  I  erer  aaw 
outside  of  a  professional  boxing  toumameni,'*  ht 
sromfuUy  observed.  "  There  has  to  be  a  way  out 
of  diis  and  we  have  to  find  it  quick.  Jones,  how 
about  you?"  *     -.,      w 

The  much-worried  Jones  turned,  with  deep  creases 
on  his  brow,  and  held  both  broad  hands  alofi 
Even  with  his  coat  off,  this  muddle  was  past  him. 

"  Then  it's  up  to  me,"  decided  Fleecer  soberly, 
and  walked  out. 

*     *    * 

"Well,  Frills,  you  owe  me  a  walloping,"  con. 
fessed  Fleecer  on  his  return  from  the  capital 

"You  forgot  to  send  Cordelia  those  roses  I" 
charged  Georgia,  much  provoked;  then  with  quick 
sympathy,  for  she  knew  that  he  was  fond  of  Cordo- 
lia,  "  You  must  have  had  a  hard  day." 

"  I  did  until  I  started  home,"  he  replied  with  some 
complacency  as  he  slipped  his  arm  round  her  and 
walked  into  the  library.  "  I  was  lucky  enough  to 
find  the  drawing  room  unoccupied,  and  had  three 
good  hours  in  the  train  to  muU  things  over  by  my. 
self.  I  say,  Dixie,  how  would  you  like  to  go  to  the 
capital  with  me,  and  deliver  those  roses  yourself?  " 

"  Why  don't  you  ask  me  if  I  like  candy,  or  new 
bonnets,  or  you?"  she  gayly  chided  him.  "Of 
course  I'll  go." 

His  eyes  twinkled  as  he  sought  words  to  hint  his 
simple  information.    "  I  know  you'll  be  anxious  to 
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•long  to  the  Colond  "    H^i""  >  *?  P'"  •»■»« 
Vn.p«l«„  with  d,f  Colond  ^r-ow     hI'i^*: 

;;^!  What  bill  i,  it?" 

«  Sif  ^f  ••"^o"'  Electric  BilL" 

why  ihould  it  be  vetoed?  " 
Jhn  beamed  on  her  with  admiration  as  he  framed 
the  re.«,„  „,eo  concise  pariiamentary  Un^J^"^ 

erful.  rt  would  d«troy  4.  iniMM  Jc^ri^ 
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wluch  we  have  become  a  great  commercial  nation, 
and  would  reduce  our  most  ambitious  citizens  to  the 
ranks  of  mere  employ^." 

"  Say  that  agam,"  requested  Georgia  widi  a  little 
crease  on  her  brow;  "  or  maybe  you'd  better  write 
It** 


Georgia  handed  her  wraps  to  Cordelia**  maid  widi 
the  friendliness  of  a  frequent  visitor.  "  I'm  just  dy- 
ing to  tdl  you  the  news.  Jim  says  that  when  you 
go  to  Washington  he's  going  to  buy  me  a  mileage 
book  of  my  own." 

The  slight  contraction  of  Cordelia*8  round  eyes 
looked  like  pain,  but  it  was  not. 

"  He's  always  doing  something  nice.  He'll  be 
out  to  dinner,  I  hope?" 

"I'm  afraid  not,"  regretted  Georgia.  "He*i 
very  busy  just  now.  It  seems  that  there's  some  sort 
of  bill  up  here  which  he  beh'cves  would  be  very  bad 
for  the  people,  and  it's  ahnost  certam  to  pass." 

"Oh I"  and  Cordelia  studied  Georgia  thouaht- 
fuUy.    "What  bill  is  it?"  ^ 

"The  Reservoir  Electric  BiU.  Jim  says  that  if  it 
IS  passed  it  will  probably  be  vetoed." 

"Why?"  and  Cordelia  bent  upon  Georgia  the 
attention  of  one  who  means  to  remember  accurately. 

Georgia  fixed  her  eyes  concentratedly  on  the 
chandelier. 

"  It  is  an  entering  wedge  into  government  control 
which,  if  forced  far  enou^,  would  throw  all  our 
industries  into  the  hands  of  politics,  ah-eady  too 
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%  it  .g,i».  Con,?  Z  ralcttt™ '"'(^.T 

"gerlyslie  went  over  to  lierdak  ^'* 

•    »    • 

•»r»nce.  "  I  slu>uld  bTcSZ'd  T"  *f  """*  "- 

•We  interruption."  '^  ""*  *''  '««•■ 

"You  de«  old  Wttl"  .mUed  Co«Wi.  wid. 
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genuine  admiration.    "  I  never  knew  any  one  so  in- 
stantaneous and  infallible  with  pretty  speeches.** 

"  It  is  because  my  heart  is  on  my  tongue  when  I 
speak  to  you,"  he  went  on.  "  However,  to  return  to 
the  matter  of  mterruption.  The  paper  upon  which  I 
am  engaged  is  merely  a  thesis  on  variations  of  the 
vertebrae,  for  the  next  meeting  of  the  Darwin  Club." 

"  I  shouldn't  call  diat  unimportant,"  Cordelia  im-' 
mediately  answered  him.  "  In  fact,  it  seems  to  me 
that  all  your  work  is  full  of  purpose.  I've  been  tak- 
ing quite  an  interest  in  it,  in  my  poorly  mformed  way; 
the  bills  before  the  legislature,  and  such  things.  I've 
been  tremendously  fascinated  by  the  one  called  the 
Reservoir  Electric  Bill." 

The  Colonel,  settling  back  in  his  chair,  removed 
his  eye-glasses  and  dangled  them  reflectively  from  his 
thumb  and  forefinger. 

"  That  is  a  stupendous  undertaking,  and  one  cal- 
culated to  attract  the  attention  of  any  intelligent 
person,"  he  stated,  somewhat  pleased  with  the  fact 
that  a  project  so  monumental  should  be  broached  in 
his  administration. 

"  It  is  big,"  she  conceded.     "  But  is  it  a  good  bill. 

Watt?" 

"  I  have  not  yet  digested  it  thoroughly,"  confessed 
the  Colonel  who,  pained  to  find  that  he  had  so  little 
influence  on  legislation,  seldom  bothered  about  un- 
derstanding bills  until  it  came  time  for  him  to  sign 
them. 

"I'm  so  sorry  you  haven't  examined  into  the 
merits  or  this  one."    Cordelia  puckered  her  lips  into 
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or  tnought.       You  see  I  was  anxious  to  learn  your 

Jii'tl'?' "  •"'"'""l  *«  Colonel,  Aocked  into  . 
«nK  of  h,  re.pon.,bUitjr.     ■•  In  what  w.y?  •• 

ch^d^'J;'  '  "^  ""  «'«■*  "'■'««««4  « the 

whfch'  if  fo,^'?*  "^'t  "^  """"^"t  control 
waicft,  If  forced  far  enough,  would  throw  aU  our  in- 

ert.1 :  .t  would  destroy  the  Individual  enu,pri,e  bv 

«.d  would  reduce  ourmoat  ambition,  citizen,  to  the 
ranks  of  mere  employes." 

"  Cordelia,  you  amaze  me  I  "  and  the  Colonel  was 
T/Tl'^*^'^  perpendicular.     «  You  are  whh 

I  hatt -^  r '  "°"'"^*  ^"^»"  o^  O"  times  I 
I  had  no  idea  that  you  were  even  interested  in  these 

area   problems  of  political  and  social  economyTy" 

never  have  I  heard  so  unanswerable  an  argument 

look  mto  dus  bill ;"  and  he  went  over  to  his  files  for  a 

"  There  should  be  some  power  to  prevent  such  in- 
grious  legislation,"  stated  Cordelia  earnestly,  as  tLe 
Colonel  bent  over  his  files. 

^^?'^  '?u''  "^1^  !;•*  ^^^y  «°»t"  «"'8ht  out. 
There  is,"  he  said;  "  the  vetof  " 


Chapter  XXIII 
The  Sovereign  People 

OH,  joy  I  At  thirteen  and  one-half  minutes  past 
eleeen  every  political  reporter  in  the  state  cap- 
ital grabbed  a  fluent  leadpendl  and  began  to  write 
furiously  I  At  thirteen  and  three^uarters  minutes 
past  eleven  every  news  operator  threw  open  his  tele- 
^ph  key  and  began  ticking  feverishly  I  Governor 
Watterson  Blossom^  after  having  made  no  asinine 
brcafa  for  more  dian  a  week,  had  suddenly  fired  into 
both  houses  a  special  message  denouncing  the  Reser- 
voir  Electric  Bill  in  terms  seasoned  with  the  red 
pepper  of  his  native  state  I 

The  biU,  according  to  the  untamed  Governor,  was 
a  more  iniquitous  piece  of  legislation  than  the  now 
famous  decree  issued  by  one  Herod,  and  if  the  leg. 
islators  had  the  impudence  to  pass  it,  after  this  heated 
wanung,  the  Governor  meant  to  veto  it,  by  thunder  I 
Oh,  juicy  scandal  I    Why  had  Governor  Watter- 
son  Blossom  taken  this  surprising  and  outrageous 
stend?    There  could  be  but  one  answer.     Graft  I 
Was  Governor  Watterson  Blossom  an  infant?    He 
was  not  an  infant.     He  knew  perfectly  well  that  the 
defeat  of  this  biU  would  save  the  malodorous  elec- 
trical companies,  notably  the  misnamed  People's  mo- 
nopoly,  from  righteous  destruction.    At  last,  after 
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yetw  of  robiiriMioii  to  the  extortion  of  the  electrical 

ansen  a  new  champion  and  protector  of  irraft  in  the 
person  of  goje«orw.tte„onblo«on>I       '  «^'' ^"  ** 
uwft      That  popular  word,  now  alwavi  con 

thinb  of  A.  -T^       everybody',  lip,,  „d  in  two- 

Every  reporter  who  gained  accen  to  the  execuoVe 

me  t;ovemor  had  meant  exactly  what  he  .aid.  1/ 
the  biU  were  paned  he  wo-Ud  veto  it  th.  !,™  «  ! 
«cond  in  which  „ch  acdon  wo^S  bite  ^^Ibt^ 
wh.™.pon  the  «alo«.  legi,lator^  who  hT^a,' 

A^  wL*^^  T^j'  **  «»«it„«,rs^ 

Tnh^ir  t^!^  «o  cmd.  «,  »,popdar  monopoly. 
Their  pocket,  were  onpty  ,nd  d,eir  heart.  we« 

There  wa.  the  gage  of  deftmce  I    There  wa.  the 

workmg  .mgle-heartedly  ag.i™t  the  Sr™^  o^' 

It  T,^.  at  th.8  juncture  that  Cordelia  came  to  the 
Colonel,  with  no  roses  in  her  chttA*  ,n^  Yl 

in  her  eyes.  ^'  """^  "°  »P""« 
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"  Wttt  dear,  I'm  to  miserable  I "  the  told  him. 
sick  with  penitence.  * 

"  \VJy,  my  dear,  what  is  the  matter?  "  he  asked 
in  much  concern,  rising  from  his  litter  of  books  and 
papers.  He  was  quite  cahn,  except  for  his  distress 
on  her  account,  and  he  took  her  in  his  arms  and  put 
her  head  on  his  shoulder. 

"It's  aU  my  fault,  these  dreadful  things  diey're 
iaymg  about  you!  You're  so  good,  and  so  dean, 
and  so  honorable,  and  I  can't  stand  it!  " 

"I  don't  quite  gather  what  you  mean,"  puzzled 
toe  Colonel  "  I  know  that  you  refer  to  these  un- 
founded  chargea  of  dishonesty,  but  I  cannot  see 
where  you  are  at  fault." 

"If  I  only  hadn't  meddled!  If  I  only  hadn't 
called  your  attention  to  this  bill  I  " 

"Why,  my  dear,"  and  the  Colonel  smoothed  her 
dimmg  hair.  "  You  acted  on  a  noble  determina- 
tion.  You  came  to  me  with  an  honest  and  sincere 
opmion." 

She  had  a  wild  impulse  to  stop  him,  for  this  praise 
was  hke  a  thorn  in  her  conscience.  She  had  an  im- 
pulse to  reveal  her  whole  selii«h  motive,  but  Eve 
leaned  down  from  Heaven  and  whispered  this  great 
truth  m  her  ear :  Let  no  woman  ever  confess  decep- 
tion  to  a  man,  lest  he  applaud  her  honesty  and  for- 
give  her  indiscretion  —  and  hold  it  against  her  in  his 
bcoks  to  the  Judgment  Day.  She  snuggled  closer, 
and  slid  her  rounded  arm  up  to  his  shoulder. 

"  However,  my  dear,"  the  Colonel  gently  went 
on,  feeling  that  it  was  his  fatherly  duty  to  chide 
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her;  "onw  you  have  decided  between  right  and 
wrong,  nothing  should  worry  you." 

That  was  to  simple  a  reproof  diat  its  fuU  effec- 
tiveness did  not  dawn  on  Cordelia  until  she  had 
airled  up  ma  tight  knot  among  the  cushions  of  her 
boudoir,  to  have  things  out  widi  herself.    Also  she 

r.t  ^'^S*!^**  *5"^  **"*  **^  ^^'  «^^  *h«  conviction 
tliat,  with  Watt  s  new  unanimous  unpopularity  in  the 
legislature,  the  Colonel  had  forever  closed  Us  door 
to  Ae  National  Senate.  She  must  not  think  of  these 
selfish  considerations;  she  must  think  only  of  the 
undeserved  disgrace  she  had  brought  on  Watt! 

Jun  Reeoer  himself  was  probably  powerless  to 
secure  the  Colonel's  appointment  now.  She  sud- 
denly  sat  up.  Had  Jim  Fleecer  known  that  this  ac- 
tion would  tarmsh  the  Colonel's  reputation?  Had 
Jim  known  that  this  would  shut  the  Colonel  out  of 
toe  Senate?    She  pondered  deeply  over  Jim  Fleecer 

iZ  t   u    ^V  ""i""**^    ^^*  ^"   •«  miserable, 
and  she  hauled  out  her  drawer  of  pretty  scarves  I 

^JIa^  »«»ntime  the  Colonel,  once  more  inter- 

^if K  S.       *i"Vf°  *^'  variations  of  vertebra, 

aL  ^^"^  Z'^  ^°™  ^"^*"'  *^«  thick-bodied 
editor  of  the  News-Cner,  which  was  the  only  paper 
•toU  rcmammg  staunch  in  the  support  of  the  adminis- 
tration. 

"Of  course  I  shafl  veto  it  I "  the  Governor  de- 

claimed,  sittmg  stiffly  in  his  chair  and  pointing  his 

gray  goatee  defiantly  at  Tom  Graham's  cravat  pin. 

But  your  argument  on  government  control  is  not 

enough  to  save  your  reputation  in  a  diing  like  this," 
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iiukud  GnhMm,  who  wu  a  profound  penonal  ad- 
mirer of  the  Colonel 

"  By  George,  tir,  you  htye  no  Idea  of  the  fim 

pnnaplet    of    honor!"    «ploded    the    Colonel. 

rou  ye  been  in  the  newspaper  buiinett  so  long  that 

Sdf  r     *  "'*"**^**°  ^**'  ^««'  «o'«  dian  honor 

"  You  win,"  laughed  Graham,  and  then  he  turned 
•enousagam.  "  But  I  can't  let  it  go  this  way.  It's 
possible  for  you  to  follow  the  dictates  of  your  con- 
■aence  and  stiU  be  set  right  in  the  opinion  of  the 
people. 

"It  is  not  neosssary,"  retorted  die  Colonel 
proudly,  ruigmg  the  beU  for  old  Wash  and  the  cus- 
tomary  toddies.  "  I  care  evcrydiing  for  the  welfare 
of  my  people,  but  not  a  tinker's  dam  for  their 
opuu(wal " 

Tom  Graham  looked  startled,  and  then  he  sat  up 
and  grinned. 

"  I  diink  diat  will  do  t'    business,"  he  said. 
♦    *    ♦ 

Ah,  the  people!  The  sovereign  people !  Nerer 
any  doubt  or  wavering  in  their  minds!  They  cer- 
tainty Imew  a  man  when  they  saw  one;  and  the  man, 
at  this  hysterical  moment,  was  Governor  fFatterson 
Blossom/ 

I  suppose  you  heard  that  he  was  mixed  up  in 
some  graft  in  connection  with  that  Reservoir  Elcc- 
tnc  BUI.  That's  right,  there  was  some  talk  of  that, 
wasnt  there?  But,  anyhow,  who  gives  a  rap? 
Ui  n  t  he  say,  *  I  care  everything  for  the  welfare  of 
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my  people,  but  not  a  tinker't  dam  for  their  opinioni  I »' 
There  I  a  mm  for  yout  He  damned  ut;  and 
Haven  t  we  made  presidents  or  miUionaires  out  of 
every  man  big  enough  to  say  "  damn  the  people  "? 
We  love  It  I 

<^  the  crest  of  this  foam  Jim  Fleecer  walked, 
chuckhng.  mto  the  apartments  of  Plain  Toe  Tones, 
where  neat  Daniels,  and  little  Curt,  and  whiskered 
Bingham,  and  wide-faced  Jones,  were  waiting  by  ap. 
pomtment  »   /   t^ 

"  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  your  popular  Gov- 
ernor now?"  the  boss  cheerily  hailed  them. 

Don  t  be  disagreeable.  Jim."  protested  Bingham, 
plucking  at  his  whitening  yeUow  whiskers. 

I  ve  been  a  lifetime  in  the  business,"  complained 
dry  little  Curt;  "  and  right  now  I  can't  teU  twenty- 
four  hours  ahead  what  the  crazy  voters  are  going  to 
think  on  any  given  subject." 

"What's  the  diflferencc?"  Jim  Fleecer  strad- 
died  a  chair.  As  I  remarked  when  I  came  in. 
boys,  we  have  some  Governor,  and  he's  too  decora- 
tive a  man  to  drop  out  of  public  life." 

"He  says  he  won't  run  this  next  time,"  observed 
Danids  thankfully.  "  There's  one  thing  I'M  hand 
the  old  boy.    He  means  what  he  says." 

"  I  thought  you  came  up  to  talk  about  the  appro- 
pnation  measure,"  crisply  interrupted  Plain  Joe 
Jones,  who  had  some  wiell-formulatcd  ideas  on  the 
subject. 

"No,  !  came  up  specifically  to  talk  about  the 
Governor, '  and  Rcecer  was  smiling  with  a  fore- 
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JwUn  our  behtlf,  with  •  M.t  in  the  United  State. 

Some  primeval  instinct  impeUed  diete  four  pa. 
tootic  lawmaker,  to  form  a  ring  and  Mand  on  their 
hind  leg.  and  howl;  but  the  centurie.  of  dvUization 
had  robbed  them  of  the  full  expremon  of  their  emo- 
tion.. 

recovering  hi.  breath.  Bingham  wa.  the  manwp- 
powd  to  be  .lated  to  .ucceed  to  the  National  Senate. 
Ihe  other  three  had  hope,  for  the  future. 

"Sober  fact,"  .tated  Fleecer.  "The  Colonel, 
without  knowmg  it,  .aved  u.  from  a  .tampede;  and 
thi.  acadental  popularity  .ave.  u.  from  four-flu.hinff 
a  reawn  for  not  pa..ing  the  bill  over  the  Governor', 
veto.  A.ide  from  thcM  ornamental  rearan.,  I  have 
one  of  my  own,  and  the  Colonel  goe.  to  the  Senate." 
Don  t  you  believe  iti  "  yeUed  Bingham,  hi.  face 
Budung  .uddenly  crun.on.  "  I  have  a  majority  of 
vote,  m  the  legidature  pledged,  and  I'm  going  to 
have  the  place  I"  ^ 

Fleecer  .moked  calmly. 

"  I  never  promi.ed  it  to  you." 

"If.  been  undcr.tood  that  he  wa.  to  get  it,"  put 
m  Darnel,  defiantly.  ^ 

"  Not  with  me,"  returned  Fleecer.  "  I  have  al- 
way.  .aid  that  Bingham  and  aU  the  rest  of  you  were 
more  uMful  right  where  you  are,  and  here  you 
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«  L  .,?"•  '^  **'J^  "*^«  Curt 

^  forwifd  hi.  J.W.  The  time  had  come  to  crtefc 
Ae  whip.  "  The  whole  trouble  with  handling  mt 
P«rty  orgMizttion  w  the  ambition  of  every  member. 

ft«t  to  tell  ycu  w/ien  you  have  enough.  You'll  ttav 
where  you're  put."  ^ 

Plain  Joe  Jonet  pulled  off  hit  coat. 
♦n'!i?"c  J™',^y  <»o  yo"  •end  thit  old  firecracker 

iJi^  ^T'  .J'*  •  •"•«  •"^«^  P^*y  to  have 
«  man  of  the  other  party  in  Waihington,  but  you 
want  one  you  can  handle." 

"  f  ";.««n<^n«  *»»«»  becauie  he's  so  popular  with  the 
people."  diuckled  Jim  who  had  hi.  Z  ideaTlu 
h«<Dmg  Ae  Colonel.    "We  haven't  much  time. 

rtirssitrth^r.'?^--^^-^"'^ 

W  ^  'tWHi  up.  He  was  a  taU  man  with  a 
targe  voice,  and  when  he  made  his  famous  speeches 

«.57.lT^'  «  Reecer.  "  I'll  go  i„  ind^d- 
Mtly,  ud  wtll  Mc  if  yoo  CM  .wing  everything,  from 
«.  .ppo«to.«,t  to  the  divirion  of  .  ^^^. 

hmi  with  an  ugly  gimt  in  hi,  eye,.    "  iVe  labeled 

c»ntbeMti.6edwiththe  fat  picking,  I've  been  hud. 
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]yjP  3^*" '^n*  down  and  oot;  tad  that  io«i  Ibr 

:*Not  for  mel"  romd  Bingiuuii,  tdll  defiaad 

I  am  rctnrned  at  mrjr  clcctioa  becaate  of  my  own 
bold  on  my  contdtuenta." 

"I  can  loM  it  for  you  in  twcnt^four  fioun," 
Fleecer  adWaed  liim.  "i  know^our  compSt 
twjrd.  from  tlie  time  you  stole  a  liog,  wlien  you  were 
•ucteen  years  old,  to  the  double<ross  you  handed 
John  Foster  last  weet" 

Jones  was  hilariously  incredulous. 

M  «?"  ^™>J<Jn't  dig  into  that  sort  of  stuff." 
I  d  dig  into  anything,"  announced  Fleecer  in  • 
voice  that  crackled.  "  If  I  can't  use  you  I  don»t 
want  you.  Id  hand  out  Daniels' connection  with  the 
police  scandal  m  hiVown  town,  and  Curt's  accidental 
misappropnation  in  die  Truman  Estate;  and  I'd  tell 
««m^Joe  Jones'  constituents  that  he  wean  silk 

He  was  smiling  pleasantly  as  he  completed  this 
threat,  but  something  seemed  to  tell  them  dut  he 
was  too  calm  to  be  harmless. 

"Suppose  we  talk  about  the  appropriation  meat- 
ure,  suggested  Plain  Joe  Jones  in  a  matterH)f.fact 
way. 

"  It's  too  late  just  now,"  refused  Fleecer  kindly. 

I    i"*  *u  **';..7"''**-     "  ^'^*  *»  engagement  for 
luncheon,  but  I'll  meet  you  this  afternoon." 

He  was  a  few  minutes  tardy  when  he  arrived  at 
the  Governor's  mansion,  and  dicy  went  m  inmiedi. 
ately  to  die  table.  «««««- 
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•*  I  jiMt  know  ^  hM  ioiiie  good  newi  I  ••  babklid 
Gwirgli,  fwding  hit  twinkling  tyw. 

"  Be^  in  the  worid."  tMcnted  Jim.  widi  en  o^ri, 
uinocent  glence  et  Cordelie.  "  The  boy.  heve  hiZ 
teUing  me  diejr  ere  going  to  tend  the  Colonel  to  die 

"  Whet  edelidooeiurpriie  I  "exdelmed  Cordelie. 
her  round  qree  beeming  on  her  huibend.    She  wee 

l!2*^^^^  ^i^  ^?"^'*"«  °»«  *»d  »>««>  iee 
rSL^^^  ?J^^  **/  *•  P^'«'  "Weti  hed 
i^T'  iTJ^  '**  retirement.  I  know,  but  he  once 
told  me  diet  he  could  not  refute  e  ceU  to  the  Sen- 
etc* 

«  5SJ  ^^  "*^  *'**''''  ^'  ecknowledged. 
•     J5^r.^»"  .**"'•  ^«* ''ill  nwcMiteteereildence 
II^A^    u"**'**"^      wddenly  diicovered   Cordelie 
And.  oh  yes,  I  haven't  had  an  opportunity  to  teU 
you  I    I  ve  jutt  been  elected  President  of  die  Na- 
tional  Federation  of  Itu  Clubs  I »» 

"  A"*^  ^.'^  ?  ^*  chairman  of  die  most  important 
committee  I "  happUy  chimed  in  Georgia. 

InnfcJ^  L?**"'  ,**"^*  •^'  T««PeUy  ?  "    Jim  Fleecer 
looked  extremely  content  and  going  right! 

The  Colonel  drove  away  the  gray  shadow  as  he 
sharwi  m  the  innocent  pleasure  of  die  ladies.  He 
raised  his  glass. 

fied*!^*  ^**"'»^    ^*y  ^^  «^cnr  wish  be  grati- 

It  was  a  very  happy  quartette  of  friends. 
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Cordelia  Blossom 


Rheumatic  old  Wash  came  thuffling  in  with  a  tele- 
film. 

"  Foh  Lady  BlOMom,"  he  announced,  with  nb- 
surd  formality.  Wash  was  dizzy,  diese  days,  with 
the  heaped-up  honors  of  the  family. 

Cordelia  opened  the  telegram,  chatting  lightly  as 
she  did  so;  but  suddenly  her  eyes  rounded.  She 
fi:ave  a  little  gasp  of  astonishment,  and  then  she  dim- 
pled. 

"  Just  listen  1 "  There  was  an  ecstatic  vibration 
in  her  voice.  "This  is  the  best  of  all!  It's  the 
crowning  of  our  ambitions,  Georgia!"  She  read 
from  the  telegram: 


Congratulations,  my  dear.  I  can  say  no  more 
than  this;  at  last  I  share  the  Colonel's  opinion  of 
you.'  "  Cordelia  paused  for  one  triumphant  instant 
before  she  read  the  signature;  and  she  raised  her 
glass : 

"'ClaraPikyunel'" 
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